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PREFACE. 



With much hesitation and diffidence I give 
publicity to this little volume of Poems. 
Homely in subject and treatment, and aiming 
only at simplicity and truthfulness of feeling, 
I scarcely know whether I am justified in pre- 
senting these slight effusions to the indulgent 
notice of the reader. May I plead, in excuse, 
the desire to minister in some degree to the 
gratification of others, and the hope — ardent, 
even though vain — that the rhymes which have 
beguiled my leisure and quieted the pertur- 
bations of my heart, . may appeal to kindred 
feelings, and awaken reminiscences as grateful 
in the breasts of some of my readers. 



VI PRBFAOE. 

Seduced awhile from graver pursuits by an 
impulse of the affections, I have sought simply 
to embody the tone of feeling predominating for 
the time in my own mind; but, while the sus- 
ceptibilities and emotions of the heart have 
been faithfully exhibited through the medium 
of the fancy, I must deprecate a too literal 
acceptance and personal application of the de- 
tails. The ideal standard of beauty and per- 
fection formed in youth continues to charm in 
maturer years, and it is not uncommon for a 
new passion to revive earlier feelings of tender- 
ness. In treating of such reminiscences, the 
Poet is not required to define the line which 
separates fact from fiction. 

Having no pretensions to proficiency in an art 
to which I have temporarily resorted, I can only 



PREFACE. VU 

venture to indulge in very moderate expectations 
of the reception which awaits my present poetical 
attempt. But whether successful or otherwise, 
in the estimation of the public, my pleasant 
labours have already served their purpose; and, 
in now bidding a gratefiil adieu to the Muses, 
I willingly resign my Harp into other hands. 

Parewell, oh Harp ! Whilst grief held sway, 
Oh, not unblest thy numbers came ; 

Yet well I ween my idle lay 
But few may praise, whilst some will blame. 

Yet should my song, when distant borne, 

Float lightly on the tide of time. 
Some gentle heart, as mine forlorn. 

May haply prize the proffered rhyme. 



7, TupNELL Pakk West, 
London, Febrtmryy 1861. 
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LYNILETIA; 



OR, 



REVELATIONS OP THE HEART. 



-^wSrsg:- 



TO LYNILET. 

Isr * Ellen Voir * I*vo sought to trace 
Thy winning gentleness and grace ; 
Do not, fair Lynilet, refuse 
This humble tribute of my muse. 

Whilst love would linger in my breast, 
Though blighted hopes my soul oppressed, 
*Twas sweet to soothe sad nights and days 
With fancies wild and artless lays. 



ELLEN VAIR; 



OK, 



THE MAIDEN'S THKEE SORROWS. 




PART T. 



QIR Chbybtom Vaib, a noble knight, 

Dwelt in a castle fair, 
With one sole daughter, his delight, 

The lovely Ellen Vair. 
With wealth that liberal hand made blest, 
By north and south, and east and west. 
Both right and rule the knight possessed. 
And, well content with his broad land. 



ELLEN VAIK. [PAKT I. 

He rode afar with hawk on hand : 
Well too he loyed at early mom 
To hunt the boar — ^with blast of horn 
Scattering the trembling dew, 
As the greenwood he rode through : 
But better than horse or hound or hawk 
He prized his Ellen's gentle talk, 
Her merry laugh, her lively lay, 
Her loving smile, her aspect gay. 
Whilst every wish that she expressed 
Was unto him as king's behest ; 
Nor counted aught a sacrifice 
To add a joy to her bright eyes. 

Toung Ellen had the sweetest face 
That might the fairest maiden grace ; 
Bearing impress of imiocence, 
And lively arch intelligence : 
Dark eyes with inward sparkle bright, 
Flashing with kindness and delight ; 



PAET I.] ELLEN VAIB. 

Lips wearing Hebe's freshest smile, 
Springing from heart devoid of guile : 
And well with traits so fair I ween 
Accorded winning voice and mien, 
And sylph-like form of sweet seventeen. 
She seemed a light and joyous fay 

On greensward dancing, 
Dazzling as golden sunny ray 

From rivulet glancing : 
Or like the restless foam of ocean, 
Loveliest in liveliest motion, — 

A very spirit of happiness, 
Unknowing passion's wild commotion, 

Or aught of evil or distress : 
The world to her was passing fair. 
And she its ornament most rare. 

But smiles ofb usher in the tear, 

Whilst all things bright have shadows near ; 

And sorroica thkee hath she to fear / 



ELLEK TAIB. [PAJET I. 

" 8t. Clerr, St. Clerr, my little foot page, 

Gome away to the woods with me ; 
Where the sunlight makes with the dark foliage 

An emerald gleaming canopy. 
Well worthy a king is the greenwood hall, 
Witii its noble roof and columns tall ! " 

Young Ellen Vair to the greenwood is gone, 
With her little foot page St. Clerr tripping on ; 
Now culling the flowers that bloomed on the way ; 
Now carolling blithely some Troubadour lay, 
With Toice so fresh, so sweet, and dear, 
That spell-bound stood the listening deer; 
And from a hundred feathered throats 
The forest rung with rival notes. 

** St. Clerr, let us on to the deep ravine, — 
Slender the sunshine that falls therein ; 
But see, it lights up with thread-like gold, 
The jutting crag and waterfall : 



PABT I.] ELLEN VAIR. 

Think' st thou, my page, thy heart bo bold 
That dark abyss might not appal ? 

Say, wouldst thou dare, fair prize to win, 

To leap yon wildly rushing linn ? 

Know*st thou the legend of the stream, — 
How a lady fled from her deadly foe, 

And in safety sprang by the moonlight gleam 
To the farther crag — whilst far below, 

Caught by the torrent's sudden swell. 

The dread pursuer mangled fell ? 

St, Clerr, wouldst thou dare, my prize to win, 

To leap yon wildly rushing linn ? " 

Playful she spoke, and heedlessly, 
Nor of her page awaits reply : 
Nor does she in his deep blush trace 
The thought that proudly lights his face. 

The fearless page to the Fall is gone, 
And Ellen Vair looks lightly on, 



10 ELLEN TAIB. [PABT I. 

SuBpectmg nought of his intent 
Ab o'er the brink he boldly leant ; 
Tot soon his peril roused alarm, 
And loud she called to him, lest harm 
Befell, '^ Gome back, come back to me, 
Or thou wilt be in jeopardy." 
Sudden, swifb fear did now unnerve 

And reft her of her very breath — 
For see he springs! ^< Jesu preserve 

Thee, child — ^thou seek'st thy death ! " 
A moment terrified she stood, 
Then rushed towards the roaring flood. 



*^ Oh raise the dead child in thy arms, 
And bear him to the grassy mound.'* 

" Lady, let Hope stay thy alarms. 

Life still to this frail form is boimd : 
See, see, — he moves, — he looks around ! " 
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" Blest Saints, he lives ! — ^How far'st thou now ? 
Speak, dear St. Clerr! I pray thee-^-speak !" 
The page looked up and smiled, — but his fair brow 
Fast paled again : death's lilies decked his cheek. 
Turning to his loved mistress thrice he sighed. 
Then without murmur died. 

Long months of sorrow sped ! 

Still weeps the lovely Ellen Yair, 
Nor would be comforted. 

Despite a father's watchM care, 
Ofb on the page's grave she laid her head, 
Lamenting him, so yoimg, so innocent ; 
And her own hapless words, which, all unmeant, 
Had touched his youthM pride with bold intent 
To dare the dangerous leap, 

And thus had wrought this heavy woe. 

Again her tears would overflow. 
As each sad circumstance in memory deep 
Attends her waking hours or haunts her sleep. 



12 ELLEN VAIK. [PABT I. 

Hhe mcH him clinging to the narrow ledge 
His foot had missed ; now grasping at the sedge 
In his descent — ^bome by the torrent's flow, — 
Hhe sees— and sickening turns— the gulph below. 
The stranger angling in the wave 

Low down the glen an arrow's flight, 

Boused at her shriek of wild affright. 
Had rushed the plun^g boy to save ; 
But bore him from a watery grave 

In vain ! to die at his sad mistress' feet. 
Yet gallantly that stranger youth did brave 

The peril of the flood : with footsteps fleet, 
And vigorous arm, he dared the water's strife, 
Bisking his own to save another's life. 
And she remembered well his gentleness ; 
His tearful sympathy with her distress ; 
His kindly help till other succour came; 
His courteous speech ; — but still, to her, his name 
And race unknown : nor did the youth remain 
Her father's meet acknowledgments to gain : 
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And, though oft wished, ne*er since tnat fatal day 
Might she with thanks his generous aid repay. 
Yet midst the watchings of the night 

A voice like his had reached her ear, 
Murmuring in accents light 

A soothing strain her heart to cheer. 

** Weep no more, lady, o'er the dead; 
He who lies in earth's cold bed, 
From life's trials early fled. 

Awaits a glorious morrow. 
Numbered now amongst the blest, 
Holy is his place of rest ; 
Him no grief, no pain can reach. 
And lighter woe his loss may teach * 

Than cheerless, ceaseless sorrow. 
With pang subdued his memory prize ; 
Eemember life with life has ties ; 
The living call thee ; — dry thine eyes : 

Angels thee keep, — ^be comforted." 



14 



ELLEN VAIB. 



PAET II. 



CI I R Ckrtstom Vaie blows a luBty blast, 
And his followers round him throng ; 
And sweet Ellen Yair kissed her hand as he past, 

On his good steed fleet and strong, 
With hounds staunch aad true, and runners two score, 
As they go to hunt the boar. 
And they beat the covert the forest round. 
Till with joy the bristly chase is found. 
The dogs are unloosed with a hue and cry. 
And the chas^« and chase sweep swiftly by. 
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'Now woe betide the gallant hound 
That dares the attack when the boar turns round ; 
And woe betide the hand that fails. 
The erring spear, or heart that quails. 
Despise not the boar as an enemy ; 
His tusks are sharp and his courage high ; 
And he who before him would fairly stand 
Must be firm of nerve and strong of hand. 
Sir Chrystom Vair, by a narrow way 
In ambush hid, awaits the prey : 
He hears the crush of branches near, 
. And balances the glittering spear; 
But scarce the shaft through air had sped. 
And with deep wound the boar had bled. 
When mad with ire the fierce beast rushed, 
Despite the purple stream that gushed ; 
And, ere another spear might m&s^. 
Had hurled the knight beneath its feet. 
The boar's long fangs Arip human gorei, 
Sir Chrystom he is wounded sore ; 
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But soon upspringing wields his knife, 
And still the struggle is for life. 
Ho ! rescue for the gallant knight I 
Where are his dogs to aid the fight, — 
His men to join in the aflfray ? 
What witchery lures their steps astray ! 
Life tremhling waits on Fortune's die, 
And neither combatant may fly : 
Still equal seems the jeopardy. 
And doubtful hovers victory. 

Sudden a youth, as peasant drest. 
Swift through the tangled thicket prest : 
Clutching the boar-spear from the ground, 
He aimed a sure and deadly wound. 
Smiting with crushing force and art 
Through neck and chest, till reached the heart ; 
And scarce a moment's space had fled 
Ere to the ground the bbar fell dead. 
The knight approves the well-struck blow. 
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And smiling scans his prostrate foe ; 
With triumph brief marks his huge size, 
Then by the dead boar fainting lies. 
Sir Chry stem's wounds weref bleeding fast, 
And life itself had soon been past, 
Had not the gallant youth conveyed 
The swooning knight for instant aid : 
"With nervous clasp and watchful cares, 
And footsteps swift his charge he bears. 

Within that wood in spot obscure, 
Dame TJrsell lived, far famed for cure 
Of ailments dire of eviBiy kind 
That body may beset or mind. 
To her oft blushing damsels came 
To own their love, — ^perchance their shame ; 
Fortunes the canny dame would tell. 
And much in charms she did excel ; 
Leagued with the unholy powers that be. 
So deemed the simple peasantry. 

2 
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But skilAil in the healing art, 
She knew what remedies to impart, 
From choicest plants of hill and dale, 
Collected 'neath the moonheam pale. 
The entrance to her dwelling led 
through rocky cave, fern tapestried, 
And dark and dank ; hut, far within, 
A goodly room her guest might win : 
Whilst casual steps soon turned aside. 
Not deeming aught might there ahide. 
Here to the dame the knight is brought, 
And her leech-crafb and tendance sought. 
" Save thee good dame, in evil plight 
I bear to thee this noble knight ; 
Let him your instant service gain, 
And rich reward you shall obtain." 
" I know him well," the dame replies, 
*' And straight will do what in me lies 
For his behoof; — ^but who art thou ? " 
Intently on the youth's fair brow 

\ 
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Awhile she gazed. ** Thou'rt welcome here, 
I'll warrant thee no rude compeer : 
I know thee not, yet can I trace, 
Despite thy garb, thy gentle race." 

Then to the inner room conveyed, 
The fainting knight on couch was laid. 
She closed the wounds that opened wide, 
And stanched the blood with lint applied, 
And washed with healing ex;tracts rare, 
Then bound protecting from the air. 
Now brings she forth her humble store 
Of food and sets her guests before ; 
On salad and brown bread they dine. 
With flagon joined of good red wine. 
But cautions she the wounded knight, 
That his repast must be but light ; 
And that he must with her remain 
Some days, perchance, new strength to gain. 
Sir Chrystom, he must needs coftiply — 
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He feels like one about to die, 

So feeble, faint and powerless. 

And then he pictores the distress 

Of his sweet daughter Ellen Vair ; 

And thought 'twere best she should not share 

The tidings of his accident, 

But that a message should be sent, 

That he some days might absent be, 

Called off to adventure suddenly. 

But day by day, i^ckening to death, 

Sir Chrystom lies with heavy breath 

And fevered frame and wandering mind ; 

Whilst sought the dame due cure to find. 



21 



ELLEN VAIR. 



PAET III. 



'fills sad, most sad to be alone 

Waitmg the loved one's coming, — yet 
Who Cometh not. Few days had flown, 

Ere Ellen's grief sad trace hath set 
Upon her cheek : her anxious mind 
1^0 just pretext or cause can find 
For her dear parent's lengthened stay. 
Her fears wax stronger every day ; 
Yet for a time hope faintly smiled. 
And of her woes in part beguiled. 
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" To-morrow surely he'll be here " ; — 
The morrow closes with a tear. 

She saw her handmaids' looks of dread, 

Their whisperings marked. For romonrs spread 

How that the knight from secret foe 

Had foully met with felon blow, 

And murdered been or captive made 

And privily away conveyed. 

For near the slaughtered boar 'twas found 

That varying footsteps marked the ground, 

And trace that seemed of deadly fray ; 

Whilst tracks of blood at distance lay : 

His courser also wandering free, 

But added to the mystery. 

Nor could they now believe the tale 

The stranger messenger had brought ; 
And grave suspicion did prevail 

That he the treacherous deed had wrought. 
Day after day like timid fawn 
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Seeking its dam at early dawn, 

Fair Ellen leaves the Castle gate, 

With eager hopes, to anticipate 

Her father's welcoming embrace ; 

But back at eve disconsolate, 

Again alone she must retrace 

Her weary steps ; nor on the way 

She scarce may heed the wild flowers gay : 

The song of birds is heard in vain. 

Their idle gaiety brings pain. 

One mom when on her usual quest, 
A horseman young and nobly drest 
She saw approach with rapid speed, 
And near her check his panting steed. 
With deep respect and courtesy 
Saluting her, he begged to be 
Permitted of her health to inquire. 
And of the knight's, her worthy sire ; 
But ere he spoke, pleased yet surprised, 
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The angler youth she recognized. 

** Most grateftilly, kind sir, I own 

Myself your debtor ; nor alone 

In this your courteous speech. To you 

My thanks I gladly now renew, 

For gallant deed and service done, 

Though saviug not the unhappy one 

From his most sad untimely fate. 

Afflictions follow me of late ! 

Again I'm crushed with deadly grief, 

And in your coming hail relief." 

The blush that warms the maiden's cheeks, 
E'en more than words, her joy bespeaks ; 
For in that gallant stranger youth. 
She felt, — that valour lived, and truth, 
• And that to him she might impart 
The heavy care that loads her heart. 
With grave regret the youth did learn 
Sir Chry Atom's long-delayed return; 
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For now three weeks had passed away, 
Since to the wise dame of the caye, 

The fainting knight he did convey ; 
When she assurance to him gave 

Douhtless the wounded man would be 

Eestored to health right speedily. 

But though he since had journeyed far, 

Yet news had reached, such hopes to mar ; 

For through the land strange rumours spread 

That good Sir Chrystom Vair was dead. 

And other evil whispers rose, 

How the knight's foemau, Hugh de Vose, 

Was coming with an arm^d band 

To seize the Castle and the land, 

Under pretext of guardian right. 

Still these he thought were fancies light 

Of little worth ; — ^yet hastes the youth, 

To prove their falsity or truth ; 

And journeying with this intent, 

Fair Ellen meets by accident. 
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Her tale of woe gives new surprise, 
With secret dread and dark surmise. 
But nought he adds to her unrest, 
By mooting fears that fill his hreast ; 
No, rather may he gently strive 
To keep the maiden's hopes alive. 
And bid her be of better cheer, 
Despite his own unconscious tear. 
Eor much he pitied her distress 
And scarce might his sad thoughts repress. 
** Lady, your griefs I pray restrain ; 
Meanwhile, some hopefiil news to gain 
I haste, and will ere sunset wait 
Your presence at the Castle gate." 
Till then he bids the maid adieu, 
And urges on his steed anew. 

1^0 w Ethwold to the forest rode. 

And soon has reached the dame's abode ; 

But nought revealed to his scrutiny 



' ^ 
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The trace of human tenancy. 

He scans each nook and calls the dame — 

The cave resounds with Ursell's name. 

But vainly idle echoes come — 

The voice he waits for still is dumh. 

Sudden a shrivelled hand, applied, 
The clustered foliage thrust aside, 
And with imperious gesture showed 
Through narrow clefb a secret road. 
The dame accosts with utterance low — 
** Your errand here, young sir, I know. 
The times are ominous — ^beware, 
Or peril you may rashly share : 
Nor you alone. The noble knight 

You rescued jfrom the wild boar's feng, 
With fever lies in hapless plight, 

And life and death in balance hang. 
Yet if he rest in quietude, 
His strength shall shortly be renewed. 
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Such is my hope, but there axe those 

Who search these woods for purpose ill — 

Base emissaries of De Yose, 

With mandate it may be to kill. 

Here thrice they've sought the knight in vain ; 

But still, perchance, on watch remain. 

Wasted and wan behold the knight : 

Haply he rests in slumbers light — 

Presage of good. Disturb not now 

The soothing calm that gains his brow. 

Go and impart to Ellen Vair — 

Her father lives, and soon, with care, 

Again his loving child shall greet ; 

But bid her not seek his retreat. 

Till farther warned, or danger near 

Compel her flight for safety here. 

And, as you list to her, disclose 

How best to guard her from her foes." 
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Swift speeds the youth with checkered news 
Of good and ill. Low in the west 
The sun sinks gloriously to rest, 

Tinting with glowing yenneil hues 

Of heavenly beauty this fair earth ; 

Where marvel 'tis that grief has birth, — 

Such glad and holy feelings rise 

In sinless hearts 'neath radiant skies. 

But wicked men can make a hell 

Where saints and angels else might dwell. 



Young Ethwold and sweet Ellen Vair 
To keep their tryst forthwith repair. 
And earnest converse hold, but brief. 
How sad the tale ! 'tis sweet relief 
To Ellen's burthened heart to know 
Her father lives, though stricken low. 
But more hereon, the coming day, 
They purpose in safe place to say. 
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E'en innocence like guilt must fly, 
Watchful to shrink from eyil eye. 
The eve draws on, the flow'rets close, 

Loading with sweets the dewy air ; 
The wild birds hasten to repose, 

And all but man is freed from care. 
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ELLEN VAIR. 



PART IV. 



A NOTHER dawn comes round — ^upsprings 

With lighter heart the gentle maid, 
Called by the lark's sweet carollings ; 
And soon, in graceM garb arrayed, 
She seeks with Ethwold to adyise. 
And in his presence hopes arise, 
And courage gains anew her heart, 
And each to the other they impart 
Their thoughts — together counsel take ; 
And then perch^uice, whilst listening, 
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To woodland notes, sweet mem'ries wake 

Of childhood's happy days, and bring 
To Ellen's eyes a flitting joy, 

A transient gleam. Perchance they speak 
Of the lost Page, the hapless boy, 

Whilst tears course down the maiden's cheek. 
And then they talk of the wise dame, 

Dame ¥rsell, grandam of St. Clerr ; 
And how at Ellen's birth she came, 

Foretelling what would chance to her. 
" Child, doomed — " she said — " to sorrows three ; 
But these o'ercome, aye blest to be." 
And much they pondered on the past, 
And wondered what might be the last 
Predicted woe, — for twice they knew 

Heart-rending bitter griefs had come. 
In vain they would the future view : 

Fate's iron tongue to them is dumb ; 
Nor liveiiest fancy may pourtray 
The evil of the coming day. 
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Ah ! little did the maiden guess. 
That LOVE might raise anew — distress ! 

'Tis wonderful how time runs on, 

Whilst youthfiil loving hearts commune 

In sympathy. The day is gone, j 
Be it the longest day of June, 

Ere half a lover's chat is done. 

At length they view the setting sun. 

Sending as through a veil its ray, 

Shorn of its charms of yesterday. 

Dark lurid clouds the sky deform, 

Foretelling the impending storm. 

The maiden bids a sweet farewell 
To her young counsellor and friend ; 

But Ethwold stays within the dell, 

The night in lengthened watch to spend. 

There was misgiving in his mind, 

As if he treachery divined. 
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And lo ! ere reached the castile-gate 

Unwonted sounds met Ellen's ear, 
Like angry voices in debate, 

Exciting in her bosom fear. 
Though scarce suspicion did arise 
De Yose as yet might seize his prize^ 
For till he knew the knight was dead^ 

Or held in dark impiisaDmenty 
Rather by secret wile, 'twas said. 

His point to gain the traitor meant. 
Whilst doubtful still his spies return, 
And of the knight no tlding^ learu. 
But Hugh De Yose constraint iU bears, 
And cautious policy, nor fears 
His subtle schemes to set aside,. 
And with strong hand the issue bide : 
And now within the castle stand 
The robber chiefbnn and his band. 

Dark deeds have marked thy course, De Yose ! 
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In all good men thon connteBt foes : 
The vile alone beade thee stand, 
Careless to eleanse the blood-stained hand. 
Thy ruffian lead prompt to pursne, 
No law restrains thy demon crew. 
Falsely thou call'st thyself of kin 

To the good knight Sir Chrystom Vair ; 
And treacherously thou hop'st to win 

His castle and his lands so fair. 
Darkly, like shadows of the night, 

Thy bandits gain the castle walls ; 
Sir Chrystom's followers shun the fight, 

The sudden onslaught them appals : 
All save a few, who vainly cope 
With overpowering force, nor hope 
To turn the tide of fight— yet dare 
Defend their trust or perish there. 

I^ow fiercer contest grows within 
The castle walls, and louder din. 
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With terror struck fair Ellen stood 

Beneath the shadow of the wood, 

And, trembling, scarce suppressed a cry ; 

Then turned towards the dell, to fly. 

But paused dismayed,— for cowering near, 

With watch on her, strange men appear, 

And with rude hands and horrid speech 

Approach to seize, but scarce might reach, 

When Ethwold to her rescue flew : 

" Caitiffs avaunt, or ye shall rue 

Your dastard violence."' " What ho !" 

With saucy air replies the foe, 

" This braggart's blood methinks we'll cool : 

Who mells with us is arrant fool. 

Come on, my mates.'* Nor Ethwold slack, 
First whispering bids sweet Ellen Vair 
To TJrsell's cave make swift repair ; 

Then straight advances to the attack. 

And soon has laid the foremost low. 

Another ruffian meets his blow, 
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Andy fainting, by Hs comrade lies : 
A third, unnerred, his anger flies. 
But soon the coward's cry for aid 

Brings fearful odds the flght to wage. 
Yet Ethwold still strikes undismayed, 

And like a lion in his rage 
Assailed by yelping curs, still may 
Long keep the ignoble foes at bay. 
But spent at last, borne to the ground, 
Ethwold a prisoner is bound, 
And to the castle is conveyed, 

For questioning of Hugh de Yose : 

For midst the throng the cry arose, 
" 'Tis he that privily waylaid 
And killed the knight Sir Chrystom Vair, 
And whilom did false message bear.'' 
And they who fought desist fix)m blows, 
Nor longer seem as they were foes. 
But none in Ethwold deem a ftiend, 
I^or aid nor favour to him lend. 
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The fight is o'er, the castle won : 

Thy work of villainy is done, 

De Vose ! and boisterous mirth prevails. 

The ransacked vaults yield ample store 
For wild carouse. Unheeded wails 

Some follower wretch, who wounded sore, 
Neglected by his comrades, lies 
In gore, and midst their revel die^ : 
With curse that wounds the ear of night 
His spirit takes i|B unknown flight. 

To man's fierce discord now succeeds 
The war of elements ; swift speeds 
The threatening storm ; the gathering cloud, 
Circling the earth as with a shroud. 
Shuts out the stars of heaven ftom view* 

The winds, unloosed, brook no control ; 

The lightnings flash, the thunders roll : 
Chaos and darkness reign anew. 
Rude fears assail the sentinel 
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Upon the midnight watch, whilst swell 
(On such a night he deems it sin) 
The drunken fiendish shouts within. 
But now a sight of horror deep 

Disturbs his conscious stricken mind ; 
His flesh upon his bones does creep, 

Kor voice for challenge can he find : 
For, seen beneath the lightning's glare, 
A figure stalks beside him there, 
In likeness of Sir Chrystom Yair ! 
A death-like spectre stem and wan, 
With noiseless step that form past on. 
On to the banquet-hall it past — 
The drunken revellers stand aghast : 
They stare with horrible surprise. 
Or, doubting, rub their straining eyes ; 
The half-raised cup falls to the ground, 

Leaving the rigid arm in air ; 
The gibe and laugh no more resound ; 

The vacant smile turns to despair. 
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The stoutest heart it does appal, 

As glides that figure through the hall. 

Louder the thunders o'er them crash, 

The sulphurous lighnings' hlinding flash. 

Half-sobered by the awful scene, 

The drinkers pause with altered mien : 

De Vose alone dares mocking stand, 

And hurls his lance with erring hand. 

'* What ho ! Sir Ghost, what wantest here ; 

Wilt take a cup thy walks to cheer? " 

With even pace the ghost moves on. 

And now has reached the donjon-keep ; 
The heavy bolts it has withdrawn, 

And Ethwold finds in peaceful sleep. 
The prisoner freed, short time they stay. 
But issue forth by secret way, 
And through the wood their footsteps bend; 
Nor dreads the youth his spectral friend ; 
"Not leads the path to new made grave. 
But haply to dame TJrsell's cave. 
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Where on the way a maiden waits, 

And wrings her hands in heavy woe, 
For dark to her appear the fates. 

And fast her hurthened lids overflow. 
But lo ! friends coming, stay her fears, 
And, if she weeps, joy lights her tears. 
" Dear Father — ^Ethwold — Ablest return ! 
Oh bliss your safety now to learn, 
And happiness, beyond compare. 

To hail your scarce hoped presence here." 
Twas thus the weeping Ellen Vair 

Sweet welcome gave as they drew near. 
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PART V. 



fTIIME holds unchecked its ceaseless flight. 

Yet weaving in its lengthening web 
Man's lightest deeds of wroi^ or right. 

In life's oft-checkered course ; and ebb 
And flow of passions — hope, despair. 
Love, joy, and grief are figured there. 
How brief so e'er our mortal lives, 
Indelibly the trace survives ! 
Eventful weeks had passed away 
Since Hugh De Vose in wild foray 
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Sir Chrystom Vair's fair castle seiijed, 
Whilst Ethwold by the knight released, 
To old dame Ursell's cave repaired, 
And rei^ge near fair Ellen shared. 
But briefly now I list to tell 
That speedily the knight grew Well ; 
And soon with Ethwold by his side, 
And large array in martial pride, 
Advancing to the castle walls, 
He on De Vose the lawless— Ksalls 
Surrender of his prize to make ; 
And then midst showering darts he brake 
Through strong defence, and hand to hand, 
Destroyed the robber and his bai^d. 
But how the valiant Ethwold fought, 
And how Sir -Chrystom vainly sought 
Honours and wealth the youth to give, 
In minstrel numbers long shall live : 
Nor need I now at length declare ; 
Enough to say, he would not share 
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The offcTed boon, but bade adieu, 
With plighted friendship, warm and true ; 
And ere he h*om the castle past, 
His parting glance sought Ellen last. 

And now the good Sir Chrystom Vair 

Once more within his castle dwells, 
And peace and rich content may share. 

Whilst nought of future cloud foretells. 
And his sweet daughter, Ellen Yair, 
May cast unto the winds all care ; 
And fearlessly through woods and dells 
Hafe gather primroses or bells ; 
Or trip as she was wont to do 

With Ughtsome heart and merry song, 
When childhood's skies wore fairy hue. 

And gladsome sunshine all day long. 
The flowers as then are fresh and gay, 
The wild birds trill as sweet a lay. 
The summer skies shew tints as bright. 
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The balmy breeze, with sportive flight, 
Circles anew her flowing tress, 
Or gives to cheek and neck caress. 
Whilst summoning health's roses there — 
Here, blending rose and lily fair. 
Then, wherefore should these charms impart 
Less sweetness to the fair one's heart ? 
And wherefore should sweet Ellen Vair, 
When all seems bright, wear pensive air ? 

Alas ! in hearts long dead to bliss, 

Reviving energy we miss ; 

The course of joy has sunk so deep, 

Its bubbling fount no more may leap 

As erst in youth — ^prompt to invite 

External sweets, and woo delight. 

Lo ! childhood's soul, with joyous bound, 

Ofb makes the fairy world around : 

But once the buoyant impulse fled, 

Half Nature's cherished sweets fall dead. 
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Ar water from the cleft rock spring 

Impetuously into the air, 
And dashing midst the sunshine — ^flings . 

New iris tints and glories there ; 
But pent up in the silent earth, 
Is destitute of charm or worth. 
Alas ! that childhood's careless joy, 
And gaiety without alloy 
Should ever leave the human breast. 
Our riper years were doubly blest, 
Could we, in trifles light as air. 
Still treasure find and pastime rare. 
But oft cares meet advancing years. 
Oft early smiles are dianged to tears ; 
And where the heart hath sorrowing dwelt 
Scarce may return the joy once felt. 
Such trial Ellen^s heart had known: 
What though her bitter griefs were flown, 
Yet gravity, unfelt before, 
Itestrained the merry laugh of yore, 
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Restrained the lively footstep free, 
To gait of coy timidity. 
And other feeling now arose^ 
And in her bosom chmshed grows : 
Perchance though to herself unknown, 
Love's arrow to her breast has flown. 
Why else does Ellen day by day 
Steal to the trysting dell away^ 
Or wander to the distant hill, 
Where Ethwold's ccfoang did instil 
Sweet hope into her wounded breast, 
When she by sorrow was opprest ? 
Why dwells she oft long watching there, 
Not absent now Sir Chrystom Yair, 
Nor he the cause of present care ? 
Why falls she into reverie, 
Then with an effort suddenly 
Tries her fond parent to beguile 
With wonted gaiety of smile ? 
And why Sir Chrystom does she tell 
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That she is happy and right well ; 
Then round his neck impulsive place 
Her loving arms in sweet embrace, 
Sobbing as if with breaking heart 
Whilst tear-drops fix)m her eye-lids start ? 
Vainly she strives with maiden pride 
The secret from herself to hide ; 
Still less from his observing eye, 
Who notes her sorrow with a sigh. 
Now is she firm and resolute 

To wrestle with her throbbing heart : 
With household tasks or books or lute 

She seeks a solace to impart. 
In vain ! her thoughts will wander far, 
Nor brook restraint nor griefs debar : 
Or if invoked the lute's sweet sound, 

Some piteous tale to it she breathes. 
Some hapless strain of true hearts bound. 

Whilst round love's link the cypress wreathes. 
Now will she sit hour afber hour 
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Beside some rivulet in the dell, 

Whilst tender recollections swell 
Within her breast, and overpower, 
Past all control, her thought and sense, 
With love's subduing influence ; 
And to the rippling plaining tide 
Her bosom's grief she will confide. 
*' Where speedest thou," she asks, "fair stream ? 

Thy song.methinks is sad but sweet. 
And soothing to my heart. I deem 

Thy murmuring voice is far more meet 
With grief to accord, than wild bird's lay, 
That joy invokes the livelong day. 
Swift fugitive still hurrying on ! 

Is thy. breast too in passion tost ? 

Hast thou like me thy heart's peace lost ? 
Seek'st thou to o'ertake some loved one — gone ? 
I long, fair stream, to escape like thee — 
Thou to the wide unbounded sea ; 
Once launched therein thy plaints shall cease — 
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And mine, too, hope a blessed release : 
As swift my course perchance may be 
To life's confine— Eternity !" 

'Twas thus the maiden pined and grieved : 
Nor parent's care nor time relieved 
The wasting anguish of the heart. 
Yet ne'er her griefs she might impart : 
The secret still she strove to keep, 
And sought in privacy to weep. 

Sir Chrystom marks her altered air. 
Her pallid cheeks, her mute despair ; 
The thrill that passes through her frame 
At praise of gallant Ethwold's name ; 
The blush that mantles on her cheek : 
He needs no more the cause to seek ; 
Nor may his gentle Ellen blame. 
Who yields to Love's all-conquering flame. 
But much he ponders how he may 
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From further woe her bosom stay ; 
And seeks Dame TJrsell's counsel sage, 
Who bids him through the land engage 
All gallant knights swift to repair, 
To win the lady Ellen Vair. 
And on this counsel he is bent 
To hold a joust and tournament ; 
And ample feast and revelling 
Meet joyance and delight to bring. 
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ELLEN VAIE. 



PART VI. 

/^ H! for the goodly times of old, 

Wlien gentle knights were frank and bold, 

And honour was a sacred thing; 
Ere high estate was bought and sold, 

And braggart wealth might worship bring. 
'Twas then the ladies of the land 
Held in disdain a fopling's hand ; 
Truth, manliness, and worth alone. 
Their hearts might win, their fealty own. 
Then gallant knights with high emprise, 
Did battle 'neath their ladies' eyes, 
Seeking in tournament the prize. 
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Now far and near tlie trumps of fame 
The tourney revels loud proclaim ; 
And lords and knights and ladies gay 
Unto the castle take their way : 
The lists are oped, the heralds sound 
The call to arms ; — the marshal round 
In order due disposes all. 

And midst fair dames sweet Ellen sate, 

Peerless in beauty and in state, 
And gallant hearts did most enthrall. 
Yet though she seems all queenlike there, 
Her heart, I ween, may little share 
The pomp and warlike pageantry. 
The pastime and the revelry. 
Oh, rather would she seek retreat 

'Neath woodland shade alone to dwell, 

Or meditate in secret cell. 
Than joyous glance and homage meet 
Of that gay host, — ^how fair the sight, 
Giving to gladsome heart delight. 
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With Borrow pierced, like wounded deer, 
Fain would she fly to covert near, 
Unseen to bleed, perchance to die, 
Apart from man's intrusive eye. 
But selflsh grief like this would be 
To her fair guests discourtesy ; 
And well, despite the pensive trace 
Upon her cheek, may Ellen grace 
The brilliant scene — ^where gay device 
And glittering arms all looks entice ; 
And secretly sweet hope arose — 

Ethwold, perchance, might seek the prize ; 
And with the thought her bosom glows. 

And joy a moment lights her eyes : 
But vain as yet her scrutiny, 
Nor gallant Ethwold msj she see. 
Now fearless deeds of arms are wrought. 
And many a gallant flght is fought ; 
And many a cavalier is seen 
Unhorsed and prostrate on the green ; 
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And many a lance is shivered there, 

In honor of fair Ellen Vair, 

And doughty blows are dealt apace, 

In contest sharp with sword or mace ; 

And many a knight in peril lies, 

Whilst broken armour scattered flies. 

In prowess thus the day is spent ; 

But first in joust and tournament, 

Is the yoimg Earl de Eotherslee, 

Who 'gainst all comers holds the fight. 
And proves himself a matchless knight. 

To him the judges all decree 

The first day's meed of victory : 

And 'tis thy task, fair Ellen, now 

To place the chaplet on his brow. 

To her he lowly bends the knee : — 

** Be thine the wreath of victory, 

Most noble sir, but pray forbear 

Thy further claim" — a falling tear 

Her speech forbids : the knight bends low, 
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Nor dares the privileged kiss bestow. 
Next day the jousts go on. At night 
The feast and dance in halls of light, 
And mirth and music far resound. 
But where is he, twice victor crowned ? 
Por twice the Earl de Kotherslee, 
The conquerer proclaimed might be ; 
And twice from Ellen's gentle hand 
The wreath of honour may demand. 
Yet aye his visor down he wears, 
Nor hospitable welcome shares : 
And timidly fair Ellen grieves, 
Lest aught of anger he conceives, 
With growing dread he may prefer 
As conqueror his suit to her. 

The third day comes and none dare cope 
With Eotherslee, but yield the prize. 
And tears suffuse fair Ellen's eyes. 

As in her bosom dies all hope 
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Of Ethwold's aid ; for well she thought, 
If Ethwold in the lists had fought, 
^ot e'en de Eotherslee might gain. 
Or prize from Ethwold's lance obtain. 
IS'ow far and wide glad shouts resound, 
For Rotherslee is victor crowned; 
And, sweet condition of the prize, 
For Ellen's hand and heart applies. 
And boldly urges he his suit ; 
Whilst Ellen shrinking, pale and mute, 
Half fainting by her father stands. 
And with imploring glance demands 
Forbearance of the victor's right. 
Then interposed the worthy knight. 
Sir Chrystom Vair : " Thy just request. 

Most valiant Earl, 'twere best delay ; 
Meanwhile remain our honoured guest. 

Until my daughter may essay 
To know her heart, and answer make : 

Thy valour, worth, and noble race 
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May well thy fair proposal grace. 
Yet may she her own counsel take ; 
I will not grieve her gentle breast 
By forced constraint or harsh behest ; 
No, rather will I ransome make 
With half my lands for her sweet sake. 
My noble lord, pray honor me ; 
Accept the welcome due to thee. 
And let your faithful squires attend : 
I long to see unarmed — my friend, — 
His countenance without disguise, 
From helmet freed, to recognise.'* 
" Nay then," — replies de Eotherslee, 
" I claim, in right of victory, — 
If at your board I sit unmasked 
That Ellen's gentle hands be tasked. 
Casque and hauberk to unclasp ; 
And when released from iron grasp, 
Perchance I'll claim a kind salute." 
Fair Ellen stands irresolute ; — 
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Then summoning her courage high, 
Despite the rising tear and sigh ; 
" Sir Knight, I beg thy courtesy : 
My heart I cannot give to thee ; 
But duty such as maid may show, 
I will most willingly bestow." 

The coat of mail she may divest, 
Revealing Eotherslee's broad chest ; 
The helm unlaced, with trembling hands 

She half removes, — but wonder now 
Has Ellen seized — amazed she stands, — 

Disclosing there bold Ethwold's brow ! 
Nor may he ask a second grace, 
But takes unchecked a sweet embrace. 
** Do not thy Ethwold's suit deny, — 
Ethwold de Rotherslee am I, — 
Of knightly fame and EarFs degree. 
My Countess, — Ellen, wilt thou be ? 
For now my love I may declare, 
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And claim thy hand, sweet Ellen Vair." 
Fair Ellen Vair must needs comply — 
Her heart feels well the reason why ; 
She needs not words assent to speak, 
The light of joy o'erspreads her cheek ; 
Yet may she in her father's arms 
Conceal her bosom's wild alarms ; 
A moment seek his warm embrace, — 
Then with the blush upon her face, 
And blissfiil tears that all may see. 
She gives her hand to Rotherslee. 

'Tis thus fair Ellen's sorrows past, 

Predicted at her birth to be ; 
And bliss is won that aye shall last. 

To gladden her futurity. — 
For now a life of love may share 
Bold Ethwold and sweet Ellen Vair. 
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The sott winds seek thy grave, St. Clerr ; 
Shaking the sweets from gay parterre 
Of choicest flowers implanted there, 
By fairest hands of Ellen Vair ; 
And erewhile watered by her tears ! 
And still the spot her heart endears. 
Nor in the flight of time shall e'er 

Thy fate by her forgotten be. 

Still cherishing thy memory, 
Offc shall her footsteps wander near, 
To give to friendship's claims a tear. 
And offer orisons to Heaven for thee. 




THE MAHIMH'S TALE. 



TO LYNILET. 

LoYE links with thine a cherished name, 
And lights anew an earlier flame ; 
Thus too my heart, unconsciously, 
A second Emma mourns in thee. 

Still may I seek in varied song, 
To meditate love's double wrong ; 
Like (Eol's harp, that changing swells. 
But ever some sad memory tells. 
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THE MARINER'S TALE. 



PART I. 




rriWAS on a night — a dreary night — 

When tempests swept the sky, 
A winter's night — ^a fearfal night, 
With furious waters high 
Around my bark, whose straining mast, 
With one sail set, bent to the blast ; 
Whilst o'er our heads the thunders crashed 
With mighty peal, and lightnings flashed. 
And all my mates — speechless — apart, 
Awaited death with shrinking heart ; 
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Or looked for help — where help was none, 
Father in Heaven, except from thee ! 

Ere long the mast went by the board, 
And o'er the wreck the waters poured 
With sudden rush and circling sweep, 
Bearing my comrades to the deep. 
A thicker darkness closes round, 
And winds and waves their requiem sound ; 
Yet still to the fraU wreck I cling, 
Whilst in my ears their death-cries ring. 
And memory sums the deeds I've done, 
To deepen my dumb agony. 

Oh, agony and dire distress ! 
Oh, night of awful bitterness ! 
Deprived of all my gallant crew, 
No parting grasp— no last adieu ; — 
Helpless — alone, alone to be, 
That long, long night of misery. 
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A wreck, a speck upon the deep ; 
A fearful watch, oh God to keep I 

That dreadM time — ^what tongue may tell ! 
Higher the maddened waters swell. 
The wild winds shriek a ghostlier wall. 
And terrors through my soul prevail ; 
Heaven's fiery bolts around me hiss, 
Flashing within the deep abyss 
Down which my bark sweeps hopelessly, 
And toils and whirls in that dread sea ; 
My dizzied brain seems 'refb of sense : 
But through a gracious Providence, 
Ere I in Death's cold grasp might be, 
Father in Heaven thou pityedst me. 

With strained embrace I kept my hold, 
Though tenfold billows o'er me rolled. 
Since that fell swoop of raging sea 
Had borne my mates away from me. 
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With breath and life at last nigh gone, 

ConvulsiYely my hands held on ; 

The rope, twice bound aronnd me, prest 

With tightened folds and chafed my breast, 

And stript the flesh nnto the bone, 

Bnt feelings dulled drew forth no moan. 

Callous become to pain and grief, 
No tears gushed forth to my relief ; 
I heard no more the horrid strife, 
Nor sought to guard my flick'ring life. 
I wished to die — ^and with rude strain 
I strove to break my bonds — ^in vain ; 
Till spent with Jx)il and wild dismay, 
At last in deadly swoon I lay. 
No guardian save the Eternal One ! 
But He in mercy watched o*er me. 

My shattered bark tossed to and firo. 
And staggering from each overflow 
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Still rose upon the raging deep : 

Like sea bird merging firom below, 
Then soaring high to mountain steep, 
And midst the wreck as one asleep, 

Or dead, but which 'twere hard to know ; 

In sweet unconsciousness of woe, 

I rest ! — ^Praise to the Almighty be 

For respite brief to misery. 

Truly, the body is but clay ; 
The soul immortal ! no decay, 
No toil — ^no grief — ^may overpower 
The breath divine. Even in the hour 
Of death, it takes its vigorous flight 
And springs above to worlds of light ; 
Whilst the clay tenement shall rust, 
And mingle with its native dust ! 

Unequal to the world of strife, 

My wearied frame did swooning lie. 



70 THE majuher's tai£. [pasi 

My brain no more with terran rife. 

Now strangely dwelt on times gone by ; 

On childhood's years serenely gay ; 
On youth's delightfdl flow'ry road : 

Yes, Spirit triumphed o'er the day — 
The human day — ^its frail abode ; 

Nor heeded more the raging sea. 

The conflid; and the agony. 

A child, — on meadows green I stray, 
With golden cups and daisies play ; 
Eejoicing in my ample stx>re, 
Tet willing stdll to gather more. 
Led by a mother's gentle hand. 

Soothed by a mother's loving kiss, 
I smile, but may not understand, 

Why I, a single flower should miss ; 
But pleased alike the fields to roam, 
Or proud to bear my treasures home. 
In alter years, the village school, 
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Despite the master's rigid role, 
The scene of many a boyish prank ; 
The rivalry, the first to rank 
In class, — ^with hope to win the prize, 
And triumph in a parent's eyes. 

And next, a youth now tall and slim, 
For manhood still too slight of limb : 
A studious youth, with visage pale. 
Seated in some sequestered vale : 
Turning the page of ancient lore, 
Or dreaming of some unknown shore 
Where wealth or honors might be won, 
Or gallant deeds for Beauty done. 
Still counting most on smiles from thee, 
My earliest love-— aye dear to be ! 
Whilst vivid recoUeotionB rise 
Bringing again before my eyes. 
Each once familiar face and spot, 
Each pleasant haunt to boyhood dear. 
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And firiendships ne'er to be forgot, — 
Oft hallowed by the silent tear ! 

But ah ! too soon a saddening change, 
No more my wandering fancies range ; 
Nature recalls to new despair ! 

The happy vision flies ; the whole 
Dissolves and melts into thin air. 

The deathlike swoon is o'er : the soul 
To its dark prison-house returns : 
Life comes anew, and my brain bums, 
My bosom throbs with pain and woe ; 
And with strange heat my eyeballs glow. 
But still my Maker me did bless, 
Fo]>— ere returned my consciousness 
To pain and peril — ^thou, my son ! 

He mercifully sent to me. 

But two years old wert thou, dear boy, 
On that most sad eventful night. 
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Till then, thou shared* st a mother's joy, 

And a fond father's sweet delight. 
And ne'er a shade had crossed thy heart. 
That thou and they could ever part. 
Poor orphan doomed ! such Qod's decree ; 
His ways to man a mystery. 
'Tis not for us, in good or ill, 
To question aught His sovereign will ; 
Yet human tears may be forgiven, 
For Mends removed from earth to heaven : 
And sinless thou, dear boy, may'st weep 
Thy parents hurried to the deep ; 
Their latest blessings raised for thee. 
Ere borne into eternity. 

Yes, — weep my son, and with thy tears 
I'll mingle mine. The lapse of years 
Has taken bitterness from grief ; 
But still to weep is sweet relief. 
Needs must I wound thy gentle breast, 
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In yielding thus to thy request 

To tell thee of thine infancy, 

And parents loss. Bight though it be, 

That thou should'st learn each ciromnstance 
Of that event as known to me. 

Time's stealthy foot makes swift advance ; 
Already since that fatal night, 
Ten years have sped with rapid flight : 
Ten years of deepest gloom to me ; 
Ten years of orphanage to thee ! 
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TIREWHILE, I left my native land ; 

But now, my Tessel homeward bound, 
I bade adieu to India's strand; 

My ship well stored,— «my trading crowned 
With good success, — ^for home I sighed. 
^Regardless of the ocean wide. 
And fickle Fortune's changing smile. 
My course was set for Britain's Isle ; 
And with me from the port I bore 
A missionary, wife, and son ; 

But fated ne'er to reach the shore, 
Save theo, — ^the helpless little one. 
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strangers in garb, and name, and air, 
Their passage in my ship they took ; 

We hoisted sail, — ^the wind was fair — 
The sea a tranquil lake did look. 

But few brief hours our fortunes smiled, 

The sky grew dark, the waters wild ; 

The winds arose with growing might, 

And with the storm came on the night. 

Amidst the tempest undismayed. 
Thy father nobly strove to aid 
With sinewy arms the weary crew. 
And oft aroused to efforts new. 
Tho' all in vain ! man may not cope 

With nature in her reckless might ! 
Yet, midst the crash of worlds, may Hope 

Attend the Christian spirit's flight ; 
And in thy parent's manly face, 
Dwelt firm assurance of God's grace. 
Calmly he kissed his wife and son, 
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And gently breathed " God's will be done/* 
Despite the tuimoil of the sea. 
These words of faith came unto me ; 
And when the mast fell o'er the deck, 
I saw him spring to dear the wreck : 
'Twas then, he perished in the wave 
That bore my comrades to their grave. 
Life's task foMlled; — ^Heaven in his eyes ; — 
He died as Christian hero dies. 

Ah me — it is a fearM thing ! 

When Death draws near on rushing wing, 

And wrests away before our eyes 

The Mend or relative we prize. 

Powerless to help, I watched aghast, 

As fell the lightning on the sea. 
Twelve bodies by me drifting past ; 

Their dying eyes all turned to me 

With wistful gaze of agony ! 
Haply thy mother, near her son. 
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Saw not the deed that Death had done. 
She held thee in her close emhrace, 
And bowed her head npon thy face ; 
Eegardlees what her lot might be, 
She only sought to shelter thee. 
Unconscions of her widow'd woe, 
She dwelt,-^how long, I may not know, 
Nor when, nor how, the insatiate wave 
Conveyed her to a tombless grave. 

Battling with death, the honrs I past, 
Deeming that I was left the last. 
To die npon that lonely sea. 
Bereft of hmnan sympathy. 
But as with wandering mind I lay, 

What seemed at first a dream ! methought 
Rising above the tempest's fray 

A voice of frenzied wail I caught ; 
And once an utterance of my name, 
In tone familiar to me came. 
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But louder then the thunder woke, 
And fiercer far the lig^toings broke 
Athwart the sky, and blazed around, 
And in a flood of light was drowned 
The mind's last spark of conBciousness. 

More, I remembered not. A deep 

And deadening influence did steep 
My brain with long forgetftilness, 
Robbing the powers of life. — 

At length, 
Restored to sense, but spoiled of strength. 
Still doubtful what my fate might be,—* 
Reduced to dire extremity, — 
I longed for day ; for all around 
Was gathered darkness, as profound. 
Sad, and unbroken, as the gloom 
That settles in the silent tomb. 
The sea had now become less wild ; 

And in the pauses of the storm, 
Surprised, I heard a plaining child, 
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And near me felt a breathing form. 
How thither came that orphan one, 
God only knows ; 'twas thou, my son ! 
Thy little arms around me prest. 
Thy little face upon my breast ! 

Oh wondrous power of gentleness, 
The human heart to touch and bless ! 
I take thee to my cold embrace ; 
And tears before refused, now trace 
A ceaseless course— I pray to Heaven, 
That succour soon to us be given ; 
I wish to live, and dare the strife 
Of winds and waves to save thy life. 
I chafe thy limbs till warmth regains 
Thy droq>ing frame ; and fix)m my veins. 
My blood the sustenance supplies, 
"Which nature else to thee denies. 

The sea calms down, the winds abate ; 
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The weary hours drag on ; I wait 

And sickening yearn for break of day, 

But still there comes no orient ray : 

I hear Heaven's thunders rolling by, 

Yet see no flash from out the sky ; — 

And then — ^the thought smote thro' my mind, 

That I was struck with lightning — ^blind I 

Oh Grod be mercifrd to me, 

Blot out from thy recording roll 
My murmurs at thy high decree ! 

Judge not thereon my sin^ soul ! 
My o'ertasked brain to madness driven 
I dared revile the God of Heaven ! 
Holding injustice in His laws. 
A worm ! to judge of the First Cause / 
In my extremity of grief 
I thought to find in death relief. 
With unrepented sin and pride. 
And hardened heart I should have died ; 
But frightened at my angry word 

6 
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Thy little voice in prayer was heard. 
At once was stayed my frenzied mood, 
My evil passions fell subdued. 
And meekly o*er thy face I bent, 
And wept till all my tears were spent ; 
And when the bitterness was past 
And comforted I felt at last ; 
Thy father's words, my gentle son, 
Came to my mind, " God's will be done." 

Kot much remains my tale to close : 
God mercifully saw our woes 
And sent to us a friendly ship ; 
A boat was launched — I heard the dip 
Of coming oars and seamen's ludl : 
Soon moist eyes scanned our faces pale, 
And strong hands lifted from the deck 
And bore us from the sinking wreck ; 
And tenderly due cares bestowed, 
That under Providence, we owed 
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To their kind hearts our strength once more, 
And passage to old England's shore. 

In darkness since, ten years I've been, 
Yet God can send his sunshine — e'en 
To cheer and bless the blind man's heart. 
And lasting solace to impart ; 
And next to grace vouchsafed above, 
I value most, dear boy, thy love. 

Come give me yet a fond embrace. 
And rest once more upon my knee ; 

And let me still the features trace 
And comely looks I fain would see. 

And place this riband round thy neck. 

As thus 'twas rescued from the wreck ; 

With miniature close to thy breast — 

Memento dear of her now blest, 

Whose dying hand had placed it there ! 

The tablet does her image bear ; 
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And on the back, as thou mayst see, 
An ebon tress, with date and name ; 
A name that thrilled through all my frame, 

When they declared it unto me. 

Oh may this precious relic be 

A blessing in adversity ! 

A charm thy loving heart to fill, 

Preserving thee from every HI ! 

TUl now — I*ve kept this gift with tears 

In waiting thy matnrer years, 

This precious reKc to restore. 

And with thee weep thy sorrows o*er. 

That sad and heavy task is done ! 

Yet be thou comforted, my son ; 

Thy early loss perhaps may bte 

The gain of Heaven for them and thee. 

The God that rules the spacious skies 

Is ever just and good and wise. 

Oh Emma, ever, ever dear ! 
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^Needs must I mourn thy grievous fate ; 
Time stays to day the bitter tear, 

But leaves me aye disconsolate. 
Thou wert the light of my young days, 

The joy and hope of my fond heart ; 
The subject of my boyish lays, 

When first thy beauty caused love's smart. 
But ne'er my lips that love dared own ; 
My passion lived to thee unknown. 
Thy pictured form, I may not see ! 

But in my heart and in my brain, 
Lost Emma ever dwells with me : — 

In thee, her son, she lives again ; 
The mother's gentleness and grace. 
The same mild features I may trace. 
The same kind heart when sorrow came. 
The voice and pleasant laugh the same. 

My path upon the perilous sea, 
I left the village where she dwelt ; 



86 THE mariner's tale. [part n. 

Though short my absence deemed to be, 
Yet still my heart strange trouble felt. 
I^OT false the dark presentiment ! 
To distant ports my ship was sent, 
And many accidents befell, 
And griefs that now were long to tell, 
Till five sad years in exile rolled. 
At last a letter to me told 
In careless strain of idle news, 
That my sweet Emma I should lose ! 
That she was plighted soon to wed : — 
** An evangelic match " it said. 
He little knew, who penned the line, 
The love from which I still did pine ; 
Alas ! the heavy tidings fell. 
Like lead upon my heart to dwell. 

Thy father was a pious man, 

And how to save benighted men 
In far off climes — would ofbtimes plan. 
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And scarcely was he married, when 
Finding meet helpmate in his wife, 
With her, to spread the " word of life,*' 
He lefb his home for Heathen lands, 
To dare the toil Christ's cross demands. 
At last, his holy mission o'er, 
He sought his native land once more ; 
And thus it chanced he sailed with me. — 
Such, I have learnt his history. 
I knew him not before that day, 

Nor recognised that graceful form 
That leant upon his arm alway, 

Until the coming of the storm. 
Her veil half hid those lineaments. 
Which, if disclosed, had filled my sense 
With love and passionate surprise ; 

My bleeding heart did little guess. 
That within hearing of its sighs. 

She stood who caused my fond distress. 
But in that world beyond the skies 
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We soon shall meet without disguise, 

And there to all eternity 

My love approved of God will be. 

But first, my son, it is His will 
Our earthly tasks we should Mfil. 
Still joined may our love ever be, 

With kindred woes our hearts are one ; 
And doubly art thou dear to me ! 

In thee I find lost Emma's son ; 
In thee, my own adopted child, 
God's gift upon the waters wild ! 
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She sleeps beneath the wave, 
In her coral fretted grave, 

Placidly, tranquilly ; 
Undisturbed her gentle form, 
Though above may rage the storm, 

Furiously, fearfully. 

The mermaids guard below 
Her corse from ev*ry foe, 

Heedfully, watchfully. 
As the green light flashes dim, 
llound her bier, they chant a hymn, 

Mournfully, solemnly. 

But her spirit, borne on high, 
Cleaves the deep cerulean sky. 
Joyfully, rapidly. 
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Till it gains its haven of rest, 
In the mansions of the blest, 
Exultingly, holily. 

Joining in the song of praise, 
Which the seraphim upraise 

Tunefully, thrillingly ; 
As they sweep their harps of gold. 
And the mighty works unfold. 

Of the blessed Trinity ; 
Bending low before God's throne, 
And its glories maMng known. 

Everlastingly. 
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TO LYNILET. 

Sometiiiies where fairies trip I hie. 
To catch thy light form glancing by ; 
Sometimes to glades, near waterfalls, 
Whose music thy loved voice recalls. 

Sometimes beside the ocean spray, 
In fancies rapt I idly stray ; 
But aye, in dream or reverie. 
My wandering spirit flies to thee. 
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nniS sweet upon the lonely shore at morning 

prime to roam, 
To watch the blue waves rise and fall with 

crest of sparkling foam ! 



The sea was calm and beautiftd, purple with orient 

beam, 
When lightly from my couch I rose, but walked as in a 

dream. 
I walked as in a happy dream, led by some unseen hand. 
And came unto a little bay o'erspread with golden sand; 
The music of the summer wave fell soothing on my ear. 
And love awoke within my breast and memory drew a 

tear. 
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I thought of one sweet Cambriaii maid, whose channs 

I'll ne'er forget, 
Eorgive me that I breathed thy name, my gentle 

Lynilet. 
Alas ! thy hand may ne'er be mine, and vainly I may 

sigh. 
Yet, aye through life I'll love but thee, still loving 

thee I'U die. 
I may not tear thee from my heart ; there shall thine 

image dwell, 
With calming holy influence like some blest spirit's 

spell. 
Thus musingly I sauntered on the beach with golden 

sand. 
And soon espied a little boat which sped towards the 

land; 
No sail was set to catch the breeze, no rower at the oar, 
But, dashing ripples at my feet, the strange bark touched 

the shore. 
Of amber and of glistening pearl the fairy craft was made. 
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I wondered at its loveliness but felt not aught afiraid. 
Not thinking there was peril, straight on board I joyous 

sprang, 
"When instantly sweet music from beneath the waters 

rang. 
And hung upon the trembling wave, till far out on the 

sea, 
Like a flash of glorious sunshine, shot the light bark 

rapidly. 
Eapt with a growing wild delight, e'en then my bosom 

sighed, 
How blissfully to voyage thus with her I love — ^my 

bride! 
'Twere sweet with her my joys to share, and she would 

happy be. 
And happier I beholding her, borne on the summer sea 
In fairy bark so beautiful, with music on the wave, 
And at her feet the faithful heart her charms will aye 

enslave. 
While thus in pleasant reverie the moments fled away, 
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Scarce conscious of my rapid course, I turned towards 

the bay ; 
When not a speck of land was seen, but far out on the 

deep, 
The bright blue heavens above me hung, beneath, the 

waves did leap. 
I looked out o'er the gunwale, for my bark had 

slackened speed, — 
I looked into the mighty depths and to strange sights 

gave heed ; 
The water was as crystal clear and plainly shewed 

to me 
The palace of fair Amphitrite far down within the sea. 
And trembling *neath the rippling wave, whilst hues of 

gold and green 
From spire and lofty canopy sent up their dazzling 

sheen, — 
Now flashing to the water's edge, then darting far away. 
Thus have I seen in northern skies the morris dancers 

plaT» 
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Like streaming lights and growing tints, like changing 

rapid flight, 
l^ow hung I o'er the yesseFs side charmed with the 

lovely sight ; 
I hnng upon the yielding hark in wild bewilderment, 
And gazed into the depths below, with eager glance 

intent. 
Ah me ! upon that fragile bark too heavily I leant ; 
With sudden jerk it turned keel up, and underneath 

I lay, 

And fast descending in the sea I left the light of day ; 

Tet was the water wondrous clear, but of an emerald 
hue, 

And with like tint imbued strange forms came throng- 
ing into view, 

I shuddered at their near approach, nor might un- 
daunted brave. 

The fearful sights that met my eyes beneath the briny 
wave; 

I past at times by human wrecks and many a pallid corse, 

7 
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And some had calm and blieeful looks, and some Bhewed 

stem remorse. 
One little babe, with flaxen locks, I thought serenely 

smiled, 
I scarce believed that it was dead, but could not reacli 

the child ; 
For downwards still I hurried fast, whilst o'er me 

as I fell, 
My fairy bark inverted came, as 'twere a diving bell. 
Like arch of light, or lunar bow with iridescent hue, 
I saw it followed after me, yet scarce it checked my 

view; 
So clear and crystal-like it passed the emerald waters 

through, 
And with it bringing store of air that freely I might 

breathe, 
Whilst from my feet the waves fell back and hollowed 

underneath. 
Till down into the deep, deep sea, ten thousand 

fathoms deep. 
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When, dizzied with the wild descent, I fell into a sleep. 
But soon the fresh air on my cheek recalled my 

wandering sense, 
And I awoke to consciousness and to a joy intense ! 
For overhead, and far below, did gloriously appear 
In concave vast, fast whirling round, a glistening 

hollow sphere ; 
A hollow sphere that looked like gle^ss so biilli^nt w^ 

its^ sheen. 
And as through glass there flashing cume a vivid hue 

of green. 
But well I knew it was the sea that met my wondering 

view; — 
The ocean broad that circHng swung like firmament 

anew. 
In even and translucent arch encompassing me round, 
A liquid but unbroken arch by swift rotation bound. 
But joll within the ocean vault a softened splendour fell. 
Subdued and pure as Dian's ray that floods some fairy 

dell. 
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On calm and cloudless summer nights, when only 
lovers' eyes, 

Susceptible of sweet impress, are watchers of the skies. 

There, too, I wonderingly beheld, mirrored the Grod of 
Day, 

In spectral chariot speeding round, but shorn of 
dazzling ray ; 

And all surrounding me there gleamed e£Palgence with- 
out shade, 

And rings of mellowed light ran round and distant 
lightnings played. 

Then rose sofb music in the air and voices tuneful sung. 
And bright forms flitted here and there and mirth and 

laughter rung ; 
Sweet kisses melted on my cheek jfrom unseen balmy 

lips, 
And loving arms encircled me, and thrilling finger tips 
With tingling touch their impress left, yet mocking 

still my sight, 
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Those sprites of air, ere half disclosed, were veiled in 

rosy light ; 
StiU doubtfully beheld therein or lost perchance anew, 
Like opal clear, in stream immersed, escaping from the 

view. 
Then suddenly, as if air-borne, up sprung a floating isle. 
Bearing fair tlrees and odorous flowers, crowned as with 

summer's smile ; 
Pavilions and gay festooned bowers with many colours 

bright. 
With multitudinous gems inlaid and crimson arcs of 

light. 
And glassy fountains sheeted fell, cooling the lagging 

breeze, 
Where patches of bright lilied bloomed, whilst 'neath 

far-spreading trees 
Were blooming maids on mossy bank reclined in 

graceful ease. 
Surpassing still those lilies fair, groups of such loveli- 
ness 
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As oft, in meditation sweet, the sculptor's thought may 

bless, 
With presence of ideal charms inspiring hope to 

trace. 
With chiselled touch, like perfect forms and like 

ethereal grace. 
But How with acclamation loud and white wreaths in 

their hands, 
Those maidens gave me welcome sweet within their 

radiant lands ; 
And straightway 'midst the air there ix)8e what seemed 

a flight of doves. 
But tiny bows aM silvery darts shewed they were 

sportive loves ; 
And close with fanning wings they came, nor could I 

well divine 
The cry that rose continually, "A prize, he's mine, 

he's mine ! " 
But thus they shouted — ^hunying me unto a crystal 

hall, 



THE VISION OF BEAUTr. 103 

Like diamond clear and dazzling bright, where, poised 

on columns tall, 
A wondrous canopy revolved, wherein gay colours 

played, 
Disclosing floods of Hght at times, then mellowing into 

shade. 
And twelve times thus the varying tints lit up the 

space below. 
And twelve times came alternate gloom and brightest 

sunny glow ,* 
And every time fell burst of light, loud twanged a 

golden harp. 
In prelude bold and musical — abrupt at first and 

sharp ; 
Then lighter notes successive came and died upon the 

air, 
And every time, 'midst light and scmg, stept forth a 

damsel fair, — 
Till twelve sweet maids encircling stood, of beauty 

passing rare. 
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And lo ! each glance that met my own, of recognition 
told, 

Whilst each in turn on memory flashed a treasiired love 
of old; 

Till slumb'ring passions waked again as plainly I might 
trace, 

In each sweet maid a once prized form, a once endear- 
ing face. 

Young Khoda as the rosebud sweet ; Annette with looks 
serene; 

Winning as summer evening skies, Therese of sylph- 
like mien ; 

Hebe with heart and love most true ; Lucrece, who 
through long years 

Retained her witching influence, still forcing sighs and 
tears. 

Yet with such power of loveliness imparting joy mean- 
while. 

That, though my eyelash hung with tears, still won my 
lips to smile ; 
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lanthe with the breath of mom and fresh and vermeil 

cheek ; 
•Lucilla with gay radiant glance, (Enone wondrous 

meek; 
Zoe of sprightly graceful tbrm, Felice exciting mirth, 
Dora of simple peasant air, Clarice of lofty birth. 
And step that seemed to spurn the earth, of proud 

exalted mind, 
Yet yielding to Love's influence with heart subdued 

and kind. 
And when the twelfth in circle met, the number 

seemed complete. 
Then straight in mazy dance all joined with lightly 

tripping feet ; 
And round and round they swiftly flew, whilst almost 

ere aware. 
Excited by their glancing eyes, nor heeding Love's 

sweet snare, 
I sprung within the narrow space the sprightly dance 

to share. 
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Parting their fair white hands I sprung within 

the elastic ring, 
When lo ! up flew the little loves hurrying on purple- 
wing, 
Beating their hands with clamorous joy as they had 

victory gained. 
Whilst each fair maid, as sped the dance, my arms in 

hers enchained ; 
Once more each glowing breast to mine with love 

revived was prest, 
And sweet affections as of old my lips in sighs confessed. 
Ah me, sweet Lynilet, forgive that thus my heart 

might stray ; 
Since Beauty hath strange power to move, and love 

that once hath sway, 
May scarcely cease to touch the heart, — who loves must 

love alway. 

When paused the dance, still music rose, and long we 
sat and sung, 
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Whilst sparkling wines the loves poured out, and ripe 

fruits to us flung ; 
And next through charming walks we strayed and 

talked of times of old, 
And where the foliage drooped full low we kisses took 

— untold 
In number and in sweetness too, whilst flights of loves 

surround, 
Now chasing butterflies in air, or wrestling on the ground; 
And where the roses barred our way or twined the 

eglantine, 
The rival loves rejoicing cried, " Hurrah ! he's mine, 

he's mine." 
Kor had I once a wish to 'scape, but prisoner glad 

would be — 
Midst flowers and loves, and gentle maids, sweet were 

captivity. 
But soon it suddenly befell, a river nishcd between, 
"Which every moment wider grew; and with a sad- 
dened mien 
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Each maiden rent her wreath of flowers — fair flowers 

of brilliant white — 
Then midst each white bouquet I marked an eye of' 

faint blue light ; 
And whilst I singled out this flower — the sweet 

" Forget-me-not," 
Deep sorrow came unto my heart, with blinding tears 

to blot 
The fair receding scene from view. — Fleeting without 

farewell, — 
As if that little flower alone their parting thoughts 

might tell, — 
Those gentle maids, ere ceased my tears, had melted into air, 
'Not could I more that isle discern, erewhile so 

wondrous fair. 

Again amidst the encircling vault, whence greenish 

lustre streamed, 
Nought met awhile my earnest gaze, save star-like 

lamp that gleamed, 
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As if in middle space it hung; and soon I felt 

aware 
Of subtle powers impelling me swift through the 

yielding air. 
Yet not towards that central spot my course direct 

might be. 
But round and round in spiral flight approaching 

gradually; 
Whilst larger grew that golden gleam, and brighter 

radiance shone. 
At length I reached the outer disc, then dazzling as 

the sun; 
Yet still unchecked my course was urged. And now, 

with wondrous dies 
The air was brilliantly illumed. First, red lit up the 



In ample ring; then orange bright, and yellow's 

golden hue ; 
Then milder green rejfreshed the eye; next, cool 

ethereal blue, 
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Whilst indigo and violet afforded new delight. 

Yet when I passed these iris belts all seemed in natural 

Ught, 
And I beheld a mossy slope, whereon a palace rose, 
Of architecture dignified with air of calm repose, 
Yet wondrous gay and fairy light, as fitting festival 
And courtly pomp, sweet music's strains, and dance in 

thronging hall. 
But when inquiringly I turned for lovely dames to 



*■> 
Dwelling within that fair abode, some one seemed thus 

to speak : — 
** Mortal, permitted here to approach, most favoured 

of mankind. 
Here realize thy cherished thought; in ttiis new 

region find 
The goddess thpu hast life long sought — supreme in 

loveliness ; 
Winning the eye with constant grace, the heart with 

gentleness. 
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Lo! here the Queen of Beauty reigUB, imparting 

lasting joy, 
And healing calm to wounded hearts, sweet love 

without alloy." 

Emboldened thus, I passed through halls and courts of 

vast extent, 
Filled with all treasures known on earth ; then through 

gay gardens bent 
My eager steps, 'midst winding walks, and pleasant 

seats and bowers. 
And tall trees laden with ripe fruits, and banks of 

clustering flowers. 
Loading the breeze with odorous sweets ; whilst flocks 

of brilliant birds 
Darted through air, with cries ofttimes resembling 

human words ; 
Then changing to sweet twittering notes, or gentle 

earnest song, 
As if some noble hymn of praise attempting to prolong. 
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Clear fountains threw their pearly beads, forming 

bright diadems ; 
And crystal waters bubbling flowed 'midst golden ore 

and gems. 

Again unto the columned courts I turned, and wonder- 
ing viewed 
What seemed as stillest marble groups, yet as with 

life indued. 
Such natural air and grace prevailed, such looks of 

sweet content, 
I marvelled much if sculptor's al-t to stone like charms 

had lent. 
But ere I had resolved my doubt, a central hall I 

found. 
And in the midst a throne of pearl, with white veiled 

figures round. 
And then a glorious vision rose my inmost heart to bless, 
Por, lo! with brow-encircled crown the Queen of 

Loveliness 
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I saw enthroned ; and, as I gazed — e'en ere our eyes 

had met — 
"With sweet surprise well worth a life, and joy I'll 

ne'er forget, 
My heart the blissful truth proclaimed, — "Why, this 

IsLynilet!" 

What farther past in that fair land, beneath the en- 
circling sea. 

Still Ms my breast with sweet delight, though like a 

dream it be. 
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To-morrow — ere day^s golden beams 

May overtop the mountain height, 
Again we* 11 meet ; till then fair dreams 

Attend, sweet maid, thy slumbers light. 

Gk)od night! goodnight! 

Song. 
How like yon feeble starry ray 

That struggles through the gloom of night, 
Hope^s spark within me bums alway. 
Yet trembles to reveal its light. 

Oh heart, oh heart, oh coward heart, 
Where Love has fixed his fatal dart I 
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PAET L— LOVE. 




rilHE pilgrim treads at early day 

With vigorous step, o'er hill and dale ; 
His load is light, his hosom gay, 
Whilst forest riags with songsters' lay, 
And flowers for him their sweets exhale. 

The hunter loves at rising mom 

To scour the plain in wild career, 
And foremost on his swift steed home 
To wind, exulting blast of horn, 
When prostrate lies the antlered deer. 
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The minstrel with his locks of grey 

Seeks oft by ruined pile to stand, 
Illumed by morning's golden ray, 
Still calling up some olden lay 

Of youthful love or blood-stained brand. 

But I, enthralled in heart to thee, 

Par sweeter joys than these may prize : 

Here 'neath thy lattice watchfully 

I love, in light-breathed melody, 

To mingle with thy dreams my sighs. 



Hist, hist, sweet Lynilet, do not forget 
Thy promise given at yester eve, 

When we admiring viewed bright Phoebus set, 
That thou at dawn thy couch wouldst leave 

With me to wander on the mountain side. 

And watch the coming of Astrseus' bride. 
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Uprisen from spousal bed, at day begun, 
Rejoicing in thy advent, glorious sun ! 
For I remember mc, I said, *twore sweet the sight to 
share, 

And thou wouldst mark with joyous gaze 
Aurora's rosy cheek, her shoulders dazzling fair, 

Her ringlets scattering golden rays, 
Her flowing garb of lustrous poorly light, 
On which, in spangles, hang the stars of night, — 
Till quenched by Phoabus' mightier beam. 

As, swift; uprising in the eastern skies. 
His glowing chariot sends a flcry gleam 

Like wave of molten gold, dazzling, sweet love, thy 
eyes. 
And pleasant are the first breathed sweets, I said, 

That load the dewy air with incense of gay flowers, 
And light will spring the breeze from ocean bod, 

Freshening the roses on thy cheeks at morning hours. 

But lo ! whilst thus I muse fast climbs the God of Day, 
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And thou wilt chide perchance my fond delay, 
Tarrying until his shafb within thy lattice gleams, 
For I have feared to rouse thee from thy sleep. 
Sweet sleep, where, wrapped in pleasant dreams. 

Slumber and Fancy still thee prisoner keep. 
Oh, haste to free thee from their bonds — arise ! 
Lo, morning breaks with brilliant beam. 

And, like the flush upon thy cheek, 
As if from some fair dream, 
Tints with vermeil glow the skies : 

Already on each mountain peak 
The golden sunshine smiles. 
Kindling into fiery isles, 

Their rugged crests, 
High peering from the mist- enshrouded vales. 

Where night awhile yet rests ; 
Whilst Philomel, with plaintive tales 
Still lingering, calls fair Echo from her sleep, 
'Midst dreams, to utter broken words and weep 
Her own unhappy love and cruel fate. 
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But now at heaven's gate 

The lark, upspringing, pours his cheerful lay 

To hail the coming day ; 

The dawn in widening arc extends, 

And to the lowly valley lends 

A silv'ry hue, threading the gauze-like vest 

That hangs upon the fair earth's breast. 

Behold, illumined by the sunny ray, 

The spreadiag fields assume a brighter green. 

The bladed grass with sparkling gem is seen, 
And bright flowers, intermixed, their brilliant tints 

display. 
Whilst on the rippling brook that sings along the vale, 

Bright sunny sparkles flash ; 

And, as o'er rocks the waters dash, 
A broad light gleams, like unto burnished mail. 
'Tis joyous, brilliant all. 
Sweet love, list, list, love's call ; 
Oh, list my call, and from thy couch arise. 
I long to see thy glorious eyes, 
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Where brilliancy and tenderness both dwell ; 
I long to hear thy voice, that like a spell 
Most potent in sweet melody. 
Enchains my very soul to thee. 



Oh, would I were Love, with wings, little wings, 

I would fly unto Lynilet's bower, 
Whilst the lark in the air soaring sings, sweetly 
sings. 

And the dew rests on leaflet and flower ; 
And when on light wing to her couch I drew near, 
I would whisper " Up, up," in Lynilet's ear. 

Or forgetting the lark and the dew drop so bright. 

And the mom most invitingly fair. 
Perhaps I should gaze too rapt with delight, . 

And request her sweet slumbers to share ; 
Whilst I stealthily crept, to her fair bosom prest. 
For love, you well know, is a privileged guest. 
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Song. 
Up, up from thy dreams and away, love, 
No time is now left for delay love ; 

The bright dawn is breaJdng, 

The day is awaking. 
And Cupid, with quiver and bow in the skies, 
Is wanting his arrows from Lynilet's eyes. 

Oh, rise ; let us quickly away, love, 
No time is now left for delay, love ; 

The birds are all singing. 

The woodlands are ringing. 
And Cupid, with quiver and bow in the skies, 
Is wanting his arrows from Lynilet's eyes. 

The sun is far up in the skies, love, 
Oh, veil not your own sunny eyes, love ; 

Thy lover is sighing, 

Too fast time is flying. 
And Cupid, with quiver and bow in the skies. 
Is wanting his arrows from Lynilet's eyes. 
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Song. 
Oh, Lynilet, tarry not braiding thy hair, 
Leave thy locks unconfined 
To be wooed by the wind. 
As they float for awhile on thy bosom so fair ; 
Bright, bright on the hills is the sun's golden ray. 

Quick, quick love, away. 
Oh, hasten around thee thy tartan to fold. 
And away to the hills where the sun scatters gold. 

Lo ! a fair hand is waved from the lattice on high, 

And, 'neath lashes of brown. 

Two bright eyes look down, 
Wlulst sweet is the smile on the lips I espy ; 
But bright on the hills is the sun's golden ray. 
Quick, quick love, away. 
Oh, hasten around thee thy tartan to fold. 
And away to the hills where the sun scatters gold». 
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PART IL— HOPE. 

JH ERE let us rest awhile, sweet Lynilet, 
And catch the freBh'ning breeze. Thy heart beats yet 
"With quickened throb, winning the steep ascent 
In unwise haste, regardless of thy strength nigh spent. 
But well the widening view repays 
The unwonted toil — ^meeting our gaze. 
Lo, in the east, what golden tracery 

Margins the fleecy cloud ; 
Whilst, rising from a fiery sea. 

The god, to whom of yore the Magi bowed 
"With reverential awe, hailing his earliest ray. 

Appears with undiminished majesty and might, 
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Though ages since have taken flight ; 
Whilst in the west, the twilight silvery grey- 
Still hovers o'er the shadows of the night. 

But at our feet, far down below, 

Green valleys spread and hillocks rise. 
And winding stream with ceaseless flow. 

Through sedgy channel murmuring sighs. 
Here light and shade in pleasing contrast dwell, 
And varied hues and forms — ^full well 
To artistac eye a sense of joy impart. 
The love of nature wakes the love of art ; 
And thou with cunning hand canst trace, 
With rapid touch and charming grace,. 
The living characters before thee set. 
Here, on this flattened rock, sweet Lynilet, 
I place thy crayons and the opened scroll : 
Let genius and my love inspire thy soul. 
Here show thy skill, — sketch thou this landscape fair. 
Whilst I in artless song my love declare. 
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Song. 
A rock upon the mountain side, 

O'erhangs the vale below, 
Where woods are gay in summer's pride. 

And pleasant waters flow. 

And close beside the rugged pile 

A lovely maiden stands, 
Eegarding, with a joyous smile, 

The stream and goodly lands. 

Before her, on the rock, behold, 

A fair white tablet lies, 
Thereon, with pencil light yet bold. 

Her artist hand she tries. 

Unheeded may I watch, the while 

Her task she does pursue ; 
But aye, her eyes and witching smile 

My heart to love subdue. 
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And as the lines before her grow, 
, In likeness of the scene, 

Her modest pride and heightened glow, 
Match well her graceful mien. 

So fair a form, by yon grey rock. 

Some spirit vision seems ; 
Well, shepherd may forget his flock, 

Who of such beauty dreams. 

And well may I, fair maid, adore 

Thy bright divinity ; 
And here, beneath the heavens, out-pour 

Heart incense unto thee. 

But whilst perchance thy pencilled trace 

Eemoved at will may be, 
Within my heart thy imaged grace, 

Love stamps indelibly. 
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SoNa. 
Lo ! Love, with pointed arrow-head, 

So deep has graved thine image on my heart, 
That in alarm, the god has fled, 

To seek restoratives of art. 
And first, to ^sculapius he has sped. 
Who in his books awhile has read, 
When, by his teaching rendered wise. 
Love, swift returning, hither flies : 
" Oh, quickly come, fair Lynilet," he cries, 
" Thy lover, wounded, bleeds and dies. 
Haste, haste, thy saving aid impart, 
For only thou canst cure the smart." 



Song. 
Come hither, I pray, sweet love, sweet love. 

Come hither and listen to me, 
Whilst I swear that thy eyes are far more bright, 
And beam with a softer and purer light, 

9 
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Than the stars in heaven above, sweet love, 
Than the stars in heaven above, 

When they look on land and sea. 

Come hither, come hither, I pray, sWeet love. 

And nestle thy lips on mine. 
For all earth's treasures I fondly swear 
Can nought with the wealth of thy lips compare ; 
And thy kisses, I prize above, sweet love. 
Oh, thy kisses, I prize above. 

The draught of the gods— rosy wine. 

Come hither, come hither, I pray, sweet love, 

With thy hands in mine abide ; 
For I swear thy light touch sends a thrill of delight. 
Through each nerve of my heart like a swift arrow's 
flight, 
From the bow of the archer Love, above, 
From the bow of the archer Love : 

Come, come to my aims, sweet bride. 
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Song. 
When gazing on thy charms, dear ma^d, 
By hopes and fears alternate swayed, 
Joy springs into my breast awhile 
Whene'er I catch thy sportive snule ; 
But when thy glance wears pensive air, 
Oh, then I grieve thou ai^t so fair. 

Beholding Beauty so divine, 

Alas, I love, adore, and pine. 

. Tis thus whene'er thy smiles depart, 
A sudden gloom o'erwhelms my heart, 
Nor dare I hope thy love may be 
In plighted troth bestowed on me ; 
And thus, with impulse of despair, 
I grieve awhile, — thou art so fair. 

Beholding Beauty so divine, 

Alas, I love, adore, and pine. 

Ah, senseless heart ! such thought repress : 
How coTild 1 wish thy beauty less r 
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How could I spare thy lightest charm ? 
The ideal loss creates alarm ! 
No, rather let me life-long dwell 
In hopeless love 'neath Beauty's spell. 

But let me view thy charms Divine, 

Still ever love, adore, and pine. 



Fair maid, my song, I know not why, grows sad ; 

Yet should my heart near thee be ever glad. 

How fares thy task ? Oh admirably done, 

Thy skilful hand complete success hath won ; 

Here on a span-breadth thou hast shewn 

The mountain side, with heath overgrown 

And stunted grass, where shepherd drives his flock ; 

And lower down yon wall of blackened rock 

O'erhung with tangled briars, and at the base 

A border ledge with trees of giant race, 

Bising with blue-green tufts — the mast-like pine : 

There lower, verdure clad, fair jutting banks incline. 
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Passing into tlie wide-spread vale below, 

Whence lesser hills wood- crowned arise, 
Here sunk in shade, there lit with morning's glow, 

Till far remote at last all contrast dies. 
With varied touch and trick of light and shade, 
Thy truthful pencil hath the scene portrayed. 
!Prom mist emerged the river winds anew. 
And lo ! the unstable plank, across, I view. 
Where fisher with his rod most patient stands. 
And silly trout with baited hook demands. 
There too, beside the elms the cottage peeps, 
And horseman rides, and barking terrier leaps. 
Most wondrous small these pigmy objects seem, 
And there, above the hills, a golden gleam 
Of sunshine rests upon the distant sea : 
That sea revives, dear Lynilet, in me 
Sweet longings of the heart — ^fancies that flit. 
Still to return. I pray thee by me sit 
And learn the secret struggles of my breast. 
Oft dying on my lips when half confessed. 
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Thou canst well guess my love, sweet Lynilet, 

For in my heart thou oft has read, and yet 

I know not if that love returned may he, 

And long I've wished, hut feared to question thee. 

Say, wilt thou love me, Lynilet, and go 

O'er yonder sea heneath yon sunny glow, 

And ever dwell with me my own sweet hride. 

My heart's delight — my constant joy and pride ? 

Oh, wilt thou leave thy pleasant mountain home, 

And sail with me, home o'er the ocean foam, — 

"With me the joys and ills of life to hear. 

And homely cot with sweet contentment share ? 

Alas, thine eyes are tearful, Lynilet, 

As if within thy hosom 'woke regret. 

Oh no! — I did mistake, thy hright'ning smile 

Lights up anew, within my anxious heart. 
Sweet re-assuranoe that may scarce heguile, 

And Love and Hope a douhle hliss impart. 
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Song. 
Oh, eyes look bright 
That flash with other's light ! 
Oh, lips are sweet 
That gentle kisses meet ! 
Oh, love is fast 
That wins return at last. 
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PART III.— DISAPPOINTMENT. 

Song. 
A WHILE with hope my heart was gay, 

And oft with merry chirp and lay, 
I marked the hirds on dancing spray, 

" Chn-hn-hn, Cherrowheet, wheet, wheet;" 
Whilst answering Echo seemed to say, 

** Oh love is sweet, sweet, sweet." 

Bnt now Hope from my hosom flies, 
The songsters' notes no more I prize, 
Whilst come in turn their mocking cries, 

** Chn-hu-hu, Cherrowheet, cheet, cheet;*' 
And Echo answering sadly sighs, 

** Oh Love's a cheat, cheat, cheat !" 
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Hope smiled awhile, and so did Lynilet ; 

And oft at mom and ofb at eye we met, 

And when I talked of love as lover aye will do, 

Yet would she plight no troth, but distant grew, 

Or spoke in praise of Mendship's sacred ties ; 

But still with pensive air and humid eyes, 

Some secret influence I well might note. 

Yet scarce might understand, and then I wrote 

To show my steadfast love and my despair, 

Adding faint homage to her beauty rare. 

Thus prompted love but nought my praise or woe. 

Her heart might move love's sweet return to show. 

To Lynilet. 

Eair is thy brow, young Lynilet, 

Bright, bright, thy sunny eyes, 
And a sweet, sweet smile on thy lips is set, — 

Yet, oh my heart, be wise. 
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Be wise and beware, 

Lest as cruel as fair — 

Thy truth and thy love she despise. 

Too late, my heart responsive sighs : 
Love unretumed, the lover dies. 

Light float thy locks, young Lynilet, 

O'er neck of fairest hue, 
Nor lovelier form on Ida met. 

The princely Paris' view, 
When goddesses came down. 
Contending for the crown 

To Beauty due. 

Be still, my heart, hushed be thy sighs. 
Pine not in hopeless love — ^be wise. 

Sweet is thy voice, young Lynilet, 

Yet sad, as if thy heart 
Were touched with feeling of regret ; 
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But Pity scarce may heal the smart 
That rends my hreast with passion's throe, 
And fills my eyes with tears, my heart with woe. 

Oh vain the counsel to he wise : 
Love unretumed, thy lover dies. 



Oh yes, sweet Pity dwelt within thy heart, 
And oft thy looks and words sought to impart 
A solace to my woe ; hut when again my suit, 
With hope revived, I urged, thy lips were mute ; 
But sighs and tears escaped, till I in turn 
Alarmed, thy secret anguish strove to learn. 

Song. 
Thy silent sorrow, Hfe consumes, — 

Forgive that thus I speak, love ; 
For now no more the red rose blooms 

Upon thy faded cheek love. 
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Thy lips too, wear a pallid hue, 
And faint become thy smiles, and few ; 
Nor may they light the tearful eye, 
"Not stay thy bosom's rising sigh. 

Oh, let me kiss the tear away 

That hangs upon thy cheek, love : 
If coming danger casts dismay, 

Relief from counsel seek, love. 
Whatever grief preys at thy heart, 
The secret unto me impart : 
My faithful breast shall share thy woe. 
My hand protect from every foe. 

Thus moved to answer me, she faintly said — 
*' My hand may not be thine,*' and weeping, fled. 
Alas ! oh heart, thy joyous dream is o'er, 

Thy cherished thoughts lie dead within the breast; 
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Time may perchance some soothing calm restore, 
Yet love shall never more become thy guest. 

Song — Kelentless Beaittt. 
Beware the beaming, sparkling eye, 

So eloquent in Beauty's gleince ; 
Pause not, but from its witchery fly : 

Lest worse it wound than warrior's lance : 
The steel, more merciful, may kill, 
But Beauty spares — to torture still. 

List not the warbled melting sound 

Of siren voice subdued and sweet. 
That stirs the heart to depths profound. 

But raises transports vain and fleet. 
Beware — lest madness come to thee, 
Bom of that witching melody. 

Unlike lights o* the Armament 
Which ever shed a guiding ray. 
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Alas ! can Beauty's eyes be meant 

To lead the trusting heart astray ? 
Can tones enchanting to the ear 
Beget despondency and fear ? 

Can looks once loving — ever bright, 
Falling like spring-tide on the heart, 

And voice that fills with sweet delight, 
Bless but awhile — erelong to impart 

With fatal and remorseless blow, 

Despair and life-enduring woe ? 

Better such gaze I ne'er had met, 

Or listened, maiden, to thy song ; 
Than thus with lasting — wMk regret, 

To live and bear Love's cruel wrong; — 
Feeling my heaii; enslaved remain. 
Despite of coldness and disdain ! 
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I who but late the mountain steep did climb, 

In sweet companionship with one most dear, 
And sung of love in simple earnest rhyme, 

I^ow mourn my fleeting hopes witii bitter tear. 
Again my footsteps seek the mountain brow, 

Where first I dared to breathe my secret flame, 
Led by gay smiles, my passion to avow, 

Whilst hopeful feeling to my bosom came. 
I could not deem thy snules would thus deceive ; 

I could not guess what time so short might tell : 
Ev'n now thou bear'st another's name — I grieve 

To part with hope and bid thee thus farewell. 

Song.—- Hopeless Love. 
Around tny cot the woodbine clings, 

And peeps within the opened sash ; 
With cheering notes the throstle sings. 

And soothing fountains near me dash ; 
But vainly tempt me to forgot — 
My heait still seeks thee — Lynilet ! 
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The morn invites with genial air, 

Midst woods and fragrant meads to stray, 

The sunshine lights my brow of care, 
Yet vainly sends its joyous ray 

To win my heart from vain regret, — 
Aye, loving thee — fair Lynilet. 

On rustic bench, I idly muse, 

Calling up memories sad but sweet ; 

In vain my flowers display their hues, 
Or droop neglected at my feet. 

My pleasant tasks I now forget. 
In thought of thee — dear Lynilet ! 

Thus listless glides my weary day ; 

Unnerved for purpose fair or bold, 
No more my heart seeks converse gay. 

Or place with fellow man to hold ; — 
My only hope when life shall set. 
To claim thy tear — sweet Lynilet ! 



MISCELLANEOUS. 
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TO MY HARP. 



Fain would I choose a bolder theme, 

And sing of high heroic deed 
On battle field, where sabres gleam, 

And valiant hearts for freedom bleed. 

But no ; far lowlier strain be mine, 
"No scenes of strife my heart delight: 

If wakes my song, 'tis love divine 

That moulds the thought and speeds its flight. 

Let others soar with eagle wing. 
Content I'll dwell beside the dove; 

Still lightly touch, oh harp, thy string, 
And dedicate my lays to love. 
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LOYE'S TRIUMPH, 

OR 

DAMOIl^ AND PHILLIS. 



Cupid. 

[In very ill humour with city damseU flies off to 
the country and soliloquises ^^envoyaffe.**] 

O CANDAL0U8 the world has grown ! 
What my darts have idly flown ! 
When again my bow I try, 
Not in vain my shafts shall fly. 
Arrows still I have in store, 
Pit for golden age of yore. 
Wearied of rude city's din, 
Pride and pomp and crinoline, 
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Where like modish bonnets small, 

Maidens scarce have hearts at all. 

Away, away, away, I fly. 

They'll find me wanting by and by ! 

But 1*11 go dwell in pastoral plain, 

Where native charms and truth remain. 

[AUghU near a party of Shepherds.'] 

Lo, in yonder beechen shade. 

Meet fond youth and gentle maid ; 

They have hearts as hearts should be. 

Worthy they my archery. 

[Diaehargea an arrow at each.'] 

Ah ! methinks I've hit them well, 

Let them now their story tell ; 

Ye that would their wooing hear, 

Shepherds — stealthily draw near. ' 

[Cupid and Shepherds place themselves near the lovers.] 

Damon. 
Maiden, thou art passing fair ! 
Bright thine eyes as jewels rare, 
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Sweet thy voice as mermaid's song, 
Which the ocean caves prolong ; 
Light thy laugh and gay thy smile, 
Chasing Irom my breast awhile 
Every bitter rending grief, 
Giving soothing sweet relief, — 
Tempting me thee to adore, 
Tempting me to love once more ! 

Phillis. 
Faithless swain. Inconstant ! say, 
Past is now thy Chloe's sway ? 
Can thy heart so soon forget 
The lovely form of fair Annette ? 
Scarce dry upon thy cheeks may be. 
The tears thou shedd*st for Cecily. 
Other loves, perchance a score. 
All in turn thou dost adore : 
Thinkest thou a heart I prize, 
Where Love's flame so quickly dies ? 
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Damon. 



Nay, fair maiden, can harsh word 
With such gentle looks accord ? 
Know'st thou not my cruel fate, 
Ne'er with lovely maid to mate, 
Till my heart — such the decree, — 
Thrice by Love may proven be ? 
Thrice may pine with grievous paia. 
Loving thrice, alas, in vara ! 
If thou wilt not hear my sighs. 
Veil, fair maid, those brilliant eyes ; 
Hide from me thy sunny smile. 
Lest thy charms may but beguile. 
Who can tell the heart's despair. 
Unrequited love to bear ? 
Better ne'er to love again 
Than to meet anew disdain. 
Falsely has love dealt by me. 
Treacherous his archery. 
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Who can blame, should I implore 
Love to visit me no more. 

Phillis. 

Where the honey bee does sip, 
Lo ! Love stands with pouting lip ; 
Quite in rage he does appear, 
Scattering rose leaves far and near. 

Cupid {approaching,) 

Proffer not such prayer to me, 

Taunt not me with cruelty. 

Fortune has perchance in store. 

One thou wilt bless evermore ; 

One who will all love fulfil 

That woman can, through good and ill. 

Loving thee as none may love 

But the angelic host above ; 

So divinely pure may be 

Woman's faith and constancy. 
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Damon. 
Sweeter words of comfort none, 
If lovely Phillis be that one ! 
Oh, if rescued from despair, 
Offerings to thy shrine I'll bear ; 
On thy altar I will place 
Two white doves of matchless grace. 

Cupid. 

On your lids I poppies strew, 

Sweetly asleep, awhile adieu, 

Hope in dreams shall come anew. 

Babbling waters near thee flow. 

And sweet fancies shall bestow. 

{Damon sleeps.) 

Phillis. 

[Recovering from a reverie into which 
she had fallen^ addresses Cupid.^ 

Counsel me bright Venus' son, 
How should truthful maid be won ? 
Dare I let my lover pine. 
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If in truth his heart be mine ? 
Daxe avow my bosom's glow, 
Willing hand and heaxt bestow ? 
If to wed I yield assent, 
Will my charms give aye content ? 
Heart that is so prone to change, 
To some fairer soon may range. 

Cupid. 
She that to herself is true. 
Wedded life shall seldom rue. 
Gentleness and loving mind 
More than beauty lasting bind. 
And shall cure inconstancy. 
Seeking ever sympathy. 
Earnest heart must ever bum 
Till it meet with sweet return ; 
Till in woman's tenderness 
Gaining rest and happiness ! 
Maiden banish doubts and fears, 
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Truthful are thy Damon's tears. 
Mark you well what heavy sighs, 
In his dreams, what flushes rise ! 
Spreading o'er his pallid cheek. 
Like the dawning' s ruddy streak, 
Now there rests a calm sweet smile, — 
Canst thou charge that look with guile ? 
Couldst thou reach his thoughts in sleep, 
As in waters running deep. 
Which return reflexion fair, 
Thou wouldst find thine image there. 
But now waking, let him tell 
What in slumber pleased so well. 

Damon {awaking). 
In my dream methought Love came. 
Bearing arrows tipt with flame : 
** fiere is one reserved for thee ! " 
Thus he said and aimed at me. 
** Thrice before I've touched thy heai-t, 
With a brief but poignant smart j 
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I^ow I bring thee sweet relief, 
Solacing for former grief. 
Fear not glance of maiden's eyes, 
Yielding joy and sweet surprise. 
Dread not winning voice and smile, 
There is one will not beguile. 
One with heart so kind and true, 
Thou may'st fearless love anew." 
Then a sense of sweet delight, 
From that arrow keen and bright. 
Deep within my bosom glowed. 
And returning hope bestowed. 
As I caught with glad surprise. 
Watching me, thine earnest eyes, 
Swift a tide of feeling came, 
Bringing to my lips thy name — 
Bringing to my heart love's flame ; 
And like lightning suddenly, 
Heart and brain revealed to mo. 
As inscribed in scroll of Fate — 
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'* Henceforth, ever fortunate ! 
Now at length behold thy mate." 

Thus I dreamt thou wert my own ; 
Waking — half my hopes are flown ! 
Till I hear thy pitying voice, 
Vainly may my heart rejoice. 
Lovely maiden, grant my prayer, 
Dwell with me, my blessings share ! 
Fleecy flocks and lowing kine, 
All I have, henceforth be thine. 
Imaged in Love's prophecy, 
None more fair, more kind may be : 
Loveliness of form and mind 
All in thee sweet maid combined ; 
Tenderness and love and truth. 
All I've sought and seek, in sooth. 
All that, in my dreams of youth, 
Once in Chloe's charms I found. 
Goddess-like, with cestus bound ; 
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Or in graceful kind, Annette, 
With sweet smile remembered yet ; 
Or in looks of Cecily, 
As their lightning flashed on me, 
QuenchM now, for aye to be ! 
Maiden grant thy hand and heart, 
N'ever more our loves shall part — 
For the gods themselves decree 
All my bliss to spring from thee. 

Philus. 
Like swift meteors of the night. 
Fickle love gives short delight : 
Nor unless affections twine 
Can love's passion be divine. 
Damon's truth I'll doubt no more, 
His, my heart for evermore. 
As the dovecot shields the dove, 
In my breast I'll guard his love. 
All my fears removed may be, — 
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Light love breeds inconstancy, 
But the heart that true love gains, 
Faithful through all time remains. 

Cupid. 
Henceforth, loving one alone. 
All life's joys become thine own. 
Where the heart meets sweet return, 
There my torch shall brightly bum. 
Aye aflfbrd a steadfast glow. 
And abiding bliss bestow. 

Own fond lovers, with delight, 
Well has sped my arrow's flight ; 
Love at length has shot aright ! 
Shepherds join in merry measure. 
Give an hour to frolic pleasure ; 
Let your flocks unwatched remain. 
Let them wander o'er the plain ; 
Quickly flow'ry chaplets twine, 
To deck the bride at Hjrmen's shrine. 



love's triumph. 1.3'J 

Cupid {sings), 
Prythee lover do not sigh, 

For the maiden proud and shy ; 
Other lips for thee may smile, 
And thy cares with sweets beguile. 
Seek not the disdainful one, 
Gentler hearts are to be won. 
Fond and true, in bosom fair, 
"Waiting with thine own to pair. 
Love shines bright in many eyes. 
Let the kindest be thy prize. 
She that will not when she may. 
Oft repents her saying nay ; 
Long may wait for Hymen's chain. 
Long may hope and sigh in vain. 
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ROSY MAY. 

1. 

^'N the ground Alexis lay, 

Gazing on the sky above, 
** Ah I love thee, Rosy May, 

"Would that thou could' st share my love." 
SUly shepherd thus to sigh. 
Grazing on the far off sky ; 
Better thou shouldst seek the fair. 
And to her thy suit declare. 
Love oft wounds in idleness. 
But not thus may give redress. 
At the thought Alexis rose, 
Firmer still of purpose grows, 
Whilst he hastes with rapid pace, 
And a flush upon his face. 
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To the cot beside the hill, 

But ere reached, why stands he still ? 

Open lies the garden gate : 

What, Alexis, canst thou wait ? 

He who knows true lover's dread, 

Well may guess unanswered. 

Timidly he turns away. 

Ere a word he dares to say. 

Ten times thus his heart does fail, 

Then he gi'ows, with sighing, pale, 

Unto solitude would fly. 

Whilst the tear aye dims his eye : 

But when twilight's dusky hues 

Forms and colom's most confuse, 

Then Alexis is not mute ; 

Oft his voice or plaintive flute. 

Echoing bursts from thicket near. 

With a cadence sweetly clear. 

Every eve the soft notes swell, 

Casting on the heart love's spoil ; 

U 
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Every eye, fair Rosy May 
Listens to the melting lay. 

2. 
Rosy May, where tasks invite, 
Hies with heart and footsteps light. 
To the brook for water clear. 
Or for cresses that grow near ; 
Now unto the sunny dell, 
Seeking flowers she likes so well ; 
Fairest on the slopes that blow, 
Heart's delights that ever show, 
Mirrored in fair maiden's mind. 
Purity and taste refined. 
Zephyr on her cheek bestows 
Tints most like the blushing rose : 
Pleasure sparkles in her eye, 
As she lists the lark on high. 
Through the vale her light voice rings, 
Rivalling each bird that sings, 
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Poised upon the dancing spray, 
Challenging sweet Rosy May. 
Now she takes her homeward way, 
And to household work repairs, 
In all useful lahour shares ; 
Till at eve, when daylight flies, 
Scattering gold in distant skies, 
And the night with sahle wing, 
Earth awhile overshadowing, 
Dims the flowers, whilst birds are mute, 
Then she waits the plaintive flute ; 
Or at intervals, sweet song, 
Now approaching full and strong, 
Borne upon the zephjrr's wing. 
Or at distance murmuring ; 
And will haste outside her cot, 
Other cares and thoughts forgot. 
Long she lists unto the strain, 
Bearing love's most sad refrain, 
Till the heart, with answering giief, 
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Sadly sighs, nor gains relief; 
And, perchance, her dreams will be 
Followed by that melody, 
Breathing love and tenderness. 
Love that seems to seek redress : 
But as yet, nought may she know. 
Whence may spring the minstrel's woe. 

3. 
Eosy May had one pet lamb, 
Which at birth had lost its dam. 
Well the favorite knew its name. 
And obedient to it, came : 
Wander as her mistress might, 
Bess would haste with footsteps light ; 
Or awhile, to the hill-side 
BoundiQg off, in fearless pride, 
Bess would roam both far and wide. 
But, upon a luckless day, 
Thou too far, poor Bess, didst stray. 
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Ne'er returned thy pattering feet, 

Ne'er again was heard thy bleat ; 

But upon the mountain side 

Lay the dabbled wreath blood-dyed, 

That at mom, fresh culled and gay, — 

Twined for thee by Rosy May, — 

Her fair hands placed round thy neck, 

Not for sacrifice to deck ! 

Whilst beside the wreath was found 

Eagle's plume upon the ground. 

Rosy May, left desolate. 

Long bemoaned, poor Bess, thy fate, 

And Alexis' tender strain, 

Double influence did gain. 

For it seemed from heart to flow 

That would sympathy bestow, 

Till within the maiden's breast. 

Rose the wish, till now repressed, 

Timidly at first ronfossod, 
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That in turn she might impart 
Solace to that wounded heart : 
Whose most sweetly plaining lay- 
Long had charmed at close of day, 
And unconsciously her voice 
Sought the mourner to rejoice, 
Sought with gently uttered song, 
Till, with fervour rising strong, 
Echo might the notes prolong. 
Thus their hearts long held discourse. 
Love and pity still the source ; 
Till at last, so it befell, 
By Love's power in sunlit dell, 
Joyous did Alexis stray 
Hand in hand with Bosy May ; 
He, the sprightliest shepherd seen, 
She, Arcadia's peerless queen. 
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THE LOYERS; 

OR 

HERBERT AND LUCY. 

nS A S interchanging kiss and chat 
/ In rustic bower two lovers sat ; 
In verse alternate they agree. 
To raise sweet strains of melody ; 
Whilst heard afar the church bells ring, 

Ding, ding, dong— ding, dong, ding. 

SONG. 

Lucr. 
Now winter spreads his wiitgs to fly. 
The sullen clouds forsake the sky, 
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N^ight fast dissolves in twilight hours, 
The sun leads back the jocund flowers. 
Sweet harbingers of Spring. 

The landscape wears an aspect gay, 
And wild birds tune a blither lay, 
As led by Love's instinctive power, 
They watch their mates and wedding bower. 
And plume their speckled wing. 

Herbeet. 

'Not less the genial influence 
Which stirs the human heart and sense ; 
From sunny eyes Love's missiles part, 
But where they fall, Hope's blossoms start. 
And balm and healing bring. 

Hark ! cheerily up the winding dell 
Floats on the breeze's fitful swell. 
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The music most to lover dear, 
That stays his trembling sigh and tear : 
The church bells' merry ding. 

Together. 

The joyous peal which seems to say, 
Haste, haste, and fix the wedding day : 
Like merry burst for you we'll ring 

Ding, ding, dong — ding, dong, ding. 

Herbert. 

Whilst Love upon our couch shdl strew, 
Fresh rose leaves newly shook from dew. 



Here closed the song with sweetest kiss, 
A closing chord, not much amiss j 
Yet might the happy lover trace, 
Blushes and smiles on Lucy's face : 
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Blushes from the roseate win^ 
Of Cupid o'er them hovering. 
And then they had a merry say. 
And plighted troth : the hawthorn spray 
Should with its blossoms crown the day — 
The happy, happy, happy day — 
This very Spring. 



- c^O ^c Kv ^ iL'^ 
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CHLOE'S DREAM. 



I lUPID, from ambrosial bowers, 
A truant hied to gather flowers ; 
This his errand — but between us, 
He told a fib to Madam Venus. 
For aye on sport or mischief bent, 
And his last sheaf of arrows spent, 
Full soon he left the sunny glades, 
To saunter 'neath the leafy shades, 
Where close embowered in eglantine, 
The lovely Chloe did recline. 
Chloe in rosy slumbers bound. 
With tresses loosened to the ground, 
And mantle lightly fallen aside, 
I will not say what charms he spied ; 
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But with admiring gaze and smile, 

He hovered o'er her form awhile : 

And just upon her heaving breast, 

A purple floweret's juice he prest, 

Leaving no trace to human eye, 

But full of potent subtlety. 

Then sprung away on wing so light, 

'Twere vain to watch his rapid flight; 

But ere awoke the lovely fair, 

She knew that Cupid had been there. 

Sweet dreams to her, her sleep bestowed. 

She seemed in fairy land : — 
Wherein a sparkling fountain flowed. 

Margined with golden sand ; 
And close beside in circling rows. 
Were troops of girls and handsome beaux : 
WhUst she herself, in vesture green, 
Sat crowned with flowers their mimic queen 
And at her feet her Damon lay, 
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Whose faithful love for many a day- 
Had carved her name on forest tree, 
And piped his melting melody, 
And sung her praise on hill and dale, 
Till neighbouring shepherds learnt the tale. 
Yet still the fair one dwelt alone, 
And still her lips refused to own 
Sweet pity for her swain's distress, 
So great her maiden bashfolness ! 

But Cupid's spell shall now impart 
A bolder flame to Chloe's heart. 
Though marble-like she slumb'ring seems, 
Her bosom glows — her brain, too, teems 
With visions gay of fairy court, 
Where revellers in the midst disport, 
With dance and song and festal game. 
And suddenly she thought Love came. 
And flung the bandlet from his eyes, 
That all might scramble for the prize. 
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And then arose a gay dispute ; 
For whoso wins might claim salute 
Of youthful maid or cavalier ; 
But with condition, 'twill appear, 
That kissing twice, Love ** forfeit'* cries, 
And slips his bandlet o'er their eyes. 

And others follow in the play, 

Till all in couples bound, they stray 

To the silver fountain flowing ; 
Where, lo ! from out the feath'ry spray, 

Boat after boat came rowing ; 
Brilliant with gold and pearls inlaid, 

And silken banners waving ; 
And every bark bore a knight and maid, 

Life's distant voyage braving. 
And brightly and swiftly away they sped, 

Like arrows the sunshine meeting ; 
By Love and Hope and Hymen led 

Down the course there's no retreating. 



chloe's dbeam. ■ 175 

Fair Chloe's dream was nearly o'er ; 
Her heart too, won ; — she sighed full sore, 
When Damon came, she thought, in turn. 
With timid steps his kiss to earn. 
And as his lips met hers — why then, 
She could not choose but kiss again. 
E'en so she 'woke ; — but 'woke to find 
Her Damon's arms around her twined I 
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CLEMENCE. 



rpHE combat o'er, the foeman fled, 

And night descended from the skies, 
Regardless of the unburied dead, 

On battle field Orlando lies : 
His thoughts in slumbers far off roam 
To scenes of youthful love and home ; 
But all aa touched with elfin wand 
As though he were in fairy land. 
For, wafted by the sportive dreams, 
'Tis thus to him the vision seems : 
He stood within a sweet alcove, 

'Neath branches of a lofty tree. 
Whose summit gleamed with tints inwove, 

From Heaven's resplendent canopy. 
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Yet pendent to the very ground, 

Brilliant as iris of the air 
A thousand branches waved around, 

Eadiant with finits and blossoms fair. 

The stems bore each a crystal bell. 

Which, stirred beneath the zephyrs' swell — 

Like viols swept by seraphs' wings — 

Resounded with sweet murmurings ; 

Whilst gentle birds of plumage gay, 

From leafy nook or dancing spray. 

With fluttering wings exultingly, 

Joined in the choral minstrelsy. 

And, midst the harmonious numbers, came 

Fond words that lit his soul with flame ; 

And tones that once had charmed his sense 

With witching power of eloquence, 

Now borne on Cupid's winged dart. 

Again found entrance to his heart. 

Recalling earlier, happier days 

12 
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When he had sat in peaceful hour 
Listening to the melting lays 

Of youthful Clemence in her hower. 
A tenderness long, long, unfelt, 

O'erwhelmed the warrior's inmost soul ; 
In blissful mood he dreaming dwelt, 

Whilst many a tear unconscious stole, 
And sighs that burst fix^m joy's excess 
Reveded his new-bom happiness. 
His martial ardour died away, 
Like lightning in the uprisen day ; 
And he, the victor of the field. 
To love his trophies fain would yield. 



Deep moved, the knight no longer slept. 
But still around, as zephyrs crept. 
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The magic numbers seemed to sound ; 

And when once more he sought repose, 

Again the happy vision rose, 
Again the fairy bower he found, 
A lute in that fair arbour lay, 

Studded with orient gems and pearls ; 
And scarcely had he seized to play, 

When flashing light around him whirls. 

And merry laugh and voice of girls, 
A moment heard, then died away. 
Whilst midst the strains that gained his sense. 
Seemed one full fraught with innocence. 
Most passionately sweet in tone, — 
Most like to voice that he had known. 

Again he struck the trembling strings, 
When, brilliant as the day-light springs. 
Or flash of silvery arrows lanced. 
White handed maids veil-clad advanced. 
And round and round encircling danced. 
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With lightsome step and joyous mien ; 

Their tresses in the air fax streaming, 
Their eyes like stars by twilight seen 

Beneath their gauzy vesture gleaming ; 
And one, the leader of the band, 

Sudden, before the warrior came, 
And with swift motion of her hand, 

Caught from his side his dented brand. 
And lo ! through air it swept like flame, 

Then rested as a star above. 
Whilst a voice cried — ** Suffice thy fame. 

Let glory now give place to love/* 
She spake — ^nor more the veil concealed, 

But lovely Clemence stood revealed. 
With loud exclaim the dreamer prest 

To clasp the loved one to his breast ; 
Awhile she paused at his demand, 

But vain his hope the form to stay, 
The lute fell broken from his hand, 

And swift the vision past away. 
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Orlando roused, sprang to his feet; 
Grey morning dawned, his comrades round 
Slept, toil-worn, on the battle ground ; 
In panoply of steel arrayed ! 
Their hands in slumber grasped the blade : 

The knight alone,* in visions sweet, 
Might win one moment's blest release 
From war's stem fields, and taste of peace. 

Oh, memory, to love aye true, 

With thee in slumber we renew, 

The blissful feelings of the past ; 

By thee and Fancy tricked, sweet dreams arise. 
That seem our fondest hopes to realize : 

Oh, would such fair deceit might ever last. 
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LOVE'S INCONSTANCY. 




A MAIDEN sat in a lonely glade, 
Half in siinsliine, and half in shade, 
And she sung fall sweet and cheerily, 
And she sung fall sad and wearily : 
" Oh, come unto me Love, come unto me, 
" For I have a heart that fain would be 
" Fair home for thee." 



Lo, Love has flown to the maiden's breast. 
And his downy wings she has closely prest, 
And she sings full sweet and cheerily, 
And she sings full sad and wearily ; 
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" Oh rest thou content, Love, fly not from me, 
** For aye in my heart is fair home for thee, 
'' Seek not to flee." 

But Love laughs aloud at the maiden* s woe, 
And heeds not the tears that fast may flow. 
As he darts away in childish glee, 
Whilst she sings full sad and wearily ; 
*' Come back, gay deceiver, come back unto me, 
* ^ And thou shalt have kisses I Ve kept for thee, 
" Sweet bribes to be." 

In search of the treasure, not wholly unknown. 
Once more to her arms, behold. Love has flown ; 
And kisses he gains, till his lips may be 
Red as the reddest of apples you see ; 
Whilst blithely the maiden sings "Stay love with me, 
** And kisses I'll give thee still, one two and three, 
" Sweet bribes to be." 
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So tempting a proffer still wins Love to rest, 
With folded wings to her bosom prest, 
Till, warned by a glance of inconstancy, 
She asks for a ring as a bond to be ; 
But Love, little Love, startled out of his glee, 
Declares such a thing would be ** felo de se," 
And off flies he. 



-»-osi^aifr%c:'<K — • 
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PSYCHE. 



\ TltTlIEN' Love flew off to Paphian bowers, 
^^ Leaving fair Psyche midst her flowers, 
Despite the sweets still lingering there. 
Her heart gave entrance to despair ; 
Awhile she stood with flxed surprise. 
Then raised to Heaven her tearful eyes, 
And, as from summer sky overcast, 
The gushing drops fell thick and fast. 
Whilst floating in the air above, 
Smiling was seen the god of Love. 

'Twas thus by painter's art portrayed, 
Appeared with breath of life the maid, 

And with a woe so eloquent, 
And chai-m of face and form combined, 
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I saw Love must perforce relent, 
If ever he had thought unkind : 
The painter, and not Love was blind. 

Let me, I said, thy pencil try ; — 

Following with gentler thought the theme, 
Then rose before my musing eye, 

As if it were a charming dream, 
Love hovering midway in the air. 
With watch upon that maiden fair. 
And with sweet looks, compassionate. 
As if he yielded unto fate. 
Constrained to leave so sweet a mate ; 
AVhilst anguish did his bosom swell. 
And from his eyes two bright teeurs fell. 

Earthward they fell, when suddenly — 

Caught, ere they reached the rounded earth,- 

'Neath Jove's creative agency, 
Olympus hailed a glorious birth, 
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As from those swelling tears of lijfht 
Sprung forth two winged angels bright, 

With locks of waving gold, 

All wondrous to behold. 
And as towards her they straightway flew, 

Amidst her tears then Psyche smiled. 

For, by their aspect fair and mild, 
These messengers Heaven-sent she knew ,* 
This Pity named, to soothe Love's smart ; 
That Hope, perchance sweet joy to impart, 
Till Love returned anew. 

Here, painter, take thy pencil now. 

And change the character of woe 
That dwells on Psyche's lovely brow ; 

Let Hope and Pity aid bestow 
To mitigate the heavy grief; 
'Twill give my bosom too relief. 
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ELLEN BRUCE. 




IHE little birds hasten to hedge-row and tree, 
The sun has descended, 
^ Our labour is ended, 

And young Ellen Bruce in the glen waits for me. 

Then 1*11 to the * tryst,' swift as bird on light wings, 

For sweet is our meeting. 

And aye kind our greeting. 
When evening around us her dun mantle flings. 

What transport of pleasure awakes in my heart. 
As with hands warmly pressing, 
And lips, too, caressing. 

She's clasped to my bosom as ne'er more to part. 
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The little winged archer looks down from the sky, 

Half envying our blisses, 

And counting the kisses, 
Whilst the rapturous hours like moments flit by. 

And when twilight grows faint over moorland and lea, 

Still stars, brightly peeping. 

Will find the world sleeping, 
All, save little Cupid, my Ellen, and me. 

Oh, the daylight gives joy, and the twilight we prize. 

But, as stars become clearer. 

Little Cupid draws nearer, 
And deepens the glow of my Ellon's bright eyes. 

There's a sweet little cot where the eglantine twines, 

With a bower of roses, 

Where Love oft reposes, 
When the sun in the heavens too brilliantly shines. 
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There with love aye abiding, my Ellen and I 
In this sweet smiling dwelling — 
Mind, a secret I'm telling — 

Intend when we're wed to keep " honse" by and by. 

My Ellen is gentle, she's young and she's fair. 
Her heart warm and tender — 
And no fairy could send her 

Eicher gifts than already she has to her share. 

Oh, a thousand kind things in her praise I might say, 
And whilst of her talking, 
I could fly as I'm walking, — 

But lo ! there comes Ellen to meet me half way. 
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ELIZA. 



" No poet's fancies here I weave, 
Bat o'er the past, whilst musing — grieve.* 

? l^OT lost art thou to memory, 
Beloved of early years ! 
In dreams and oft in reverie, 
I see thine image vividly, 

Till drowned with falling tears. 

A child — I loved thee passing well, 

None fairer unto me ; 
And once, when accident befell. 
Despite the angry waters' swell, 

I rushed to rescue thee. 
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And from the deep and dangerous wave 

I bore thee to the land, 
Joyous that I was there to save, 
And proudly to thy parent gave, 

Waiting with outstretched hand. 

And years passed on ere next we met. 

With various change meanwhile, 
But never may my heart forget 
The sweet surprise — my half regret 
To meet thy blush and smile. 

Beholding thee in woman's prime. 

With new and fairer charms. 
Yet might I mourn that earlier time, 
When it had not been deemed a crime 
To clasp thee in my arms. 

I sought thy love, nor did divine 
Thy gentle heart was won : 
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Thy mirthfiil glance, I thought mocked mine, 
Whilst I in serious guise did pine, 
Confessing griefs to none. 

I let thee leave thy native shore, 

With calm constrained adieu, 
I did not know thy tears ran o*er. 
Or that a word might yet restore 

My happiness anew. 

Alas, too late the knowledge came. 

When thou hadst crossed the sea, 
Yet aye I deem I was to blame, 
And scarce may hide my grief and shame. 

At loss, sweet girl, of thee. 



13 
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MIRIAM. 

I TXTHEN the heart is sad it seeteth 
Pitying heart to soothe its woe : 
Left alone to pine, it breaJceth ; 

Shared — :the tears less bitter flow. 

Bnt in vain, though filled with atnguish, 

May my bosom solace find, 
Whilst in hopeless love I languish, 

Seeking on^ — that one unkind. 

Hard the lover's fate appeareth ; 

Savage breast hath softness shown. 
But my sighs though Miriam heareth, 

Nought of pity will she own. 
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She in love is far more cruel 

Than fierce tiger in his ire ; 
Still her smiles add to love*s fuel, 

Still her beauty brings desire. 

Even now her bright eyes beaming, 

With triumphant love therein, 
Seal my heart with sorrow— deeming 

Sjrmpathy I ne'er may win. 

Still my heart is sad, and seeketh 

Pitying heart to soothe its woe ; 
Without Miriam's love it breaketh ; 

Miriam's love it ne'er shall know ! 



- ^ J — —'<'-'> ( r'\ T — ' 
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ANNA. 



TTTILD flowers gathering, gentle Anna wreathes 
^? a garland for her hrow, 

' But, with Flora's treasures aiding, can she fairer 
look than now ? 
Every form and hue of beauty, every grace I love 

to see, 
Every gift that Flora owneth Anna's charms possess 

for me. 
In her eyes behold the violet, on her cheek the 

blushing rose. 
And the lily of the valley, lo ! her parting lips dis- 
close, 
Hawthorn blossom and the jasmine on her bosom 
rivalled lie. 
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Gentlest bosom, where sweet fancies live in every 
tender sigh. 



Sweetly smiling, lightly singing, on her brow the 

wreath is set ; 
l^ever might an Eastern princess prouder look with 

coronet, 
Though bestrewn with priceless rubies dug from out 

the darksome cave, 
Though inwove with bright pearls glistening, sought by 

diver neath the wave. 
But more prized than gems or blossoms is the joy that 

lights her eyes. 
And the secret she revealeth when her deepening 

blushes rise ; 
When her trembling bosom heaveth, and her lips scarce 

utterance make, 
As I dare to tell my passion and her hands in mine I 

take, 
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"Whilst unconsciously I press them as I gaze with 

anxious look, 
And would read her truthful countenance as it were a 

printed book. 



Thus whilst falteringly I utter how with love I sorely 
pine, 

Oh my heart gains sweet assurance ere her words pro- 
claim her mine ; 

Tor her downcast lids axe lifted, and our h^ppy glances 
meet, 

And we feel that hearts long loving evermore shall con- 
stant beat : 

Yet her trembling bosom heavetb, and her lips scarce 
utterance make, 

But her hands return my pressure when her gentle 
hands I take. 
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REMINISCENCE OF COURTSHIP. 



"DEMEMBER how I wooed and won 
The fairest maid in Britein^s lele : 

Oh, brightly rose the golden sun 

When first I gained my Phcebe's smile ; 

When first within the dewy vale, 

She coyly listened to my tale, 
"Not feared I should beguile, 

And hopes arose in that sweet hour, 

That I should win her to my bower. 

Remember oft, in pleasant walk. 

We sought the vale and green hill side, 
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And whilst of wedded bliss our talk, 

Her glowing cheeks I marked with pride. 
At length, oh joy ! my Phoebe said : 
*' Before another month has sped, 
^'In truth, rU be thy bride." 
Assurance sweet in that blest hour. 
That I should win her to my bower. 

That time of waiting passed away. 

Whilst closer did our hearts entwine. 
As brightly rose the sun that day. 

That I no more might mghing pine, 
But haste to seize the treasured prize 
Of love — ^that kindled in her eyes. 

And call dear Phoebe mine. 
And Hymen came in that sweet hour, 
And led her blushing to my bower ! 
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TO A LINNET 

FLYING REPEATEDLY AGAINST LESBIA'S WINDOW. 



T)OOR anxious bird thy knock is vain, 

Long fluttering at the window pane ; 

The bower within so calm and fair, 
Is not for rover of the air, 

Nor may for such the tempting board 

Its sweets disclose, or cheer afford. 

Thou may^st not hope, just at thy will, 
To wander wide o*er dale and hill, 
Or spring aloft to azure skies. 
Then nestle 'neath proud Lesbians eyes. 
Petted by her fair hand to be, 
Still wouldst thou sigh for liberty, 
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And thy free breast it would enrage 
To kcjep thee prisoner in a cage. 
I once, like thee, was free as air, 
And little knew of grief or care, 
Till looking through that t^U-taie pjan^e, 
I, too, an entrance sought to gain ; 
But never more therefrom might fly. 
Held captive now until I die. 
Yet find not even sypipathy ! 
1^0 ! Lesbia has no thought for me, 
Still ever must my heart remain 
Held fast in Love*s relentless ehain : 
Beware, rash bird, lest thou, like me, 
May'st pine for sweets forbidden thee. 
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ANNIE FAIRLY. 



T) Y the water slowly stealing, 
Scarce a ray its depth revealing, 
Annie Fairly weeping stands, 
Wringing now her gentle hands. 
Why does Annie Fairly weep ? 
Other eyes are closed in sleep, 
Other hearts from sorrow free; 
Keck not what her woes may be, 
Heed not sobs that rend her breast, 
Pity not her soul distressed. 

Love, alas ! that bpsom wrings, 
Guilty love that sorrow bringi^i, 
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Leaving her who loved too well, 
Thus in grief and shame to dwell. 

By the river, running deep, 
Annie Eairly aye does weep, 
And a dark thought still will creep 
Like a scorpion to her breast, 
In her madness closer prest. 
Though the poisoned fang is there ! 
Till she yields to her despair. 
And, with strange and frenzied cry. 
Makes appeal unto the sky. 
As she springs to meet her grave 
In the deep and sullen wave : 
** Ijet my lover now be told, 

** When the waves give back my corse, 
*' That his work he may behold, 

" And be touched with dire remorse." 
And a last wild piercing scream, 
Bises floating on that stream ; 
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"WliilBt the echoes sad reply, 

And the night winds moaning sigh. 

Thus, as I remember well, 
Annie Fairly sadly fell, 
In her beauty and her prime. 
By a double fault and crime. 
But a guilt of deadlier dye 
Calls for judgment from on High, 
On the wretch who wrought her woe, 
And could smile at her overthrow. 
Soon midst night of dreariest gloom. 
Fiends shall hover round his tomb, 
"Whilst outstretched o*er hers will be 
Guardian wings of Charity ; 
For, though fallen, — from a child 
She was truthful, meek, and mild. 
And her heart had aye been good. 
Had she treacherous love withstood. 
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A SEASIDE \t^ALK. 



^ TTEARS since I strayed, as I do now, 
Along the sea-beat shore ; 
With careless step and musing brow, 

I heard the ocean's roar, 
Or watched the crested billows roll 
Till they had reached their furthest goal. 

In silent reverie I stood. 

When voices reached mine ear ; 

The sounds dispelled my thoughtful mood^ 
I turned— ^fair girls were near : 

A youthful and a joyous band, 

Disporting on the yellow strand. 

With bonnets loosed and flowing locks. 
And hearts devoid of care, 



A w:asibr walk. 207 

They gathered shells, or round the rotiks 

They tripped with graceful air ; 
And cloudless as the summer skies, 
Joy sparkled from their laughing eyes. 

How blesefed these fair young creatures seemed, 

How innocently gay ! 
Life full of hope before them gleamed, 

Yet 'twas a fleeting ray ! 
Since now liot one of that fair band 
Shall tread again the sed-beat ^and. 

Consumption came, and 6ile by one 

They perished iii theii* prittife : 
But for them weep not — they have won 

The victory over time ; 
And rest for aye in Heaven above, 
In an eternity of love. 
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THE MOURNER. 



TTTHEN day-Kght wanes in the far west, 

Then lovers blest 
Steal to the trystmg bow'r, 
And pass the favoring hour 

In mutual bliss, caressing and caressed. 



But not to me may evening bring 

The joys I sing"; 
Sad solitude my lot, 
My heart has no green spot, 

Whence blighted happiness anew may spring. 
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For she I watched from childhood's hour, 

A budding flower, 
To woo in after time, 
When reached her woman's prime, 

And win her love — the worm shall now devour. 

Still nightly with the setting sun, 

Whilst shadows dun 
Close o'er the earth and sky. 
To Ella's grave I fly. 

To dwell with death ere yet my life be run. 
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TO MY HARP. 



2nd Stuatn. 



Thy last low sounds had died away, 
My hand no longer swept thy strings, 

And Love, that erst inspired my lay, 
Had raised for flight his downy wings. 

Still Pity dwelt with glistening tear. 

And lingering sought some plaintive strain ; 

Love, too, awhile once more drew near. 
And thus I struck thy chords again. 
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ALICE LEE. 



VAllT I. 

^^Q WKET briai'H trail ai'ound yon cot, 
A brooklet flows beBide, 
Methinks that were the very Hpot 
To welcome homo a bride." 

** Ah no, not there, however fair. 
How calm, noe'er it seem ; 
Mark well the rot*« deserted air, 
The casement sendn no gleam ! 
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*' ^o sign of human presence cheers, 
'Tis silent, lifeless — all, 
Exciting now not joys but fears. 
As night's dark shadows fall. 

*' Pass on — ^the peasants shun the spot 

At dewy eventide." 
" Say'st so ? — then I will seek the cot. 

Let wpal or woe betide. 

'^ And till I hear the distant bell 
The midnight hour proclaim, 
Within the cot I'll watching dwell, 
Such coward hinds to shame." 

The gentle voice of Alice Lee 
Broke faintly on the air, 
** Bold knight, rash knight, the saints save thee. 
Lest fiends thy vigil share." 
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The sweet low voice of Alice Lee 
In melting music fell — 
** Bold knight, rash knight, the saints save thee, 
When sounds the midnight bell." 

The stranger heard the cadence sweet, 

Perchance the words addressed ; 
And memories came like lightning fleet. 

To fill with care his breast. 

** And who thus speaks with evil fraught, 

Who mocks in prophecy ?" 
** A hapless damsel gone distraught, 

'Tis only Alice Lee. 

*' Poor witless one, that cot had been 
Thy childhood's peaceful home. 
And ne'er was happier maiden seen. 
Till tempted far to roam. 
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<* Why didst thou leave thy native vale, 
Ear distant friends to make ? 
Why did their earnest wish prevail, 
Though parents' heart might break ? 

" Thy tale of sorrow ne'er was told ; 
But grievous tidings came, 
At which thy parents, weak and old. 
Were struck with grief and shame. 

** They — crushed in spirit, pined away ; 
Their ills but guessed might be ; 
They died — and on their burial day 
Eetumed poor Alice Lee. 

** Gentle and lovely »& she left, 
But sad her tearfVil cheek : 
Still none dared say she was bereft, 
No voice her loss might i^eak. 
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** She rushed into the well-known cot, 
Then tenantlesa become ; 
Her parents called — they answered not, 
Their voice for ever dumb ! 

** Their presence nowhere to be found : 
The saints in heaven her save ! 
Hhe sought at last the churchyard ground, 
And saw the new-filled grave ! 

^* Since then the maiden' j3 mind hath been 
As 'twere a very wreck : 
Sitting long hours in pensive mien, 
She loves their grave to deck 

** With wreaths of flowers of many hues, 
And many a sad device ; 
But ne'er may tears her lids suffuse, — 
Her heart seems turned to ice. 
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** Yet will she, lingering, watch and sing, 
In sweet but saddest strain. 
Till every heart may yearn to bring 
A solace to her pain. 

** But no success our efforts crown, 
And nought our cares avail." 
The stranger frowned with deeper frown, — 
** Pray cease your idle tale, 

** An idle beggars' tale," — ^he said, 
" Come, at this hostel rest. 
And when the day's last gleam has fled, 
I'll be that cot's lone guest." 

Then deeply did his lady sigh. 
Who trembling stood beside ; — 
** Woe's me, woe's me, that ever I 
This day became a bride." 
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ALICE LEE. 



PART II. 



rTRANQUlL the night, no leaflets leap 

In pendulous air-borne dance ; 
A stillness that is felt lies deep, 
A breathless sleep — a trance. 



His watch the dai'k-browed stranger keeps 

The silent cot within ; 
Along the wall the moonbeam creeps, 

Now bright, now vapoury thin. 

At times, some shade of uncouth form 

Takes his all watcliful (70 ; 
And momentaiy feelings — waiin. 

Break forth impetuously : 
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Then checked unto the heart retreat, 

With shivering sense of cold ; 
Whilst fast and loud the pulses beat, 

In heart no longer bold. 

Soon wilder fancies fill with di'ead 

And fearful mystery, 
Investing with strange power the dead, 

And subtle agency. 

Peopling the air, with ghost and sprite, 

And phantom of the brain ; 
Till cowai'd conscience feels afl&ight, 

Subdued with awe and pain. 

Who evil sows shall evil reap 

In his own stricken breast ; 
Nor quiet watch shall he now keep. 

Of that lone cot the guest. 
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l^or may he rest in peaceftil sleep : 
Hear'st thou those broken tones — 

Those mutterings and curses deep, 
Those fearful sighs and groans ? 

What mean his cries — " Dotard ! forbear ! 

Why thus my track pursue ? 
And ye, old dame, with whitened hair, 

What wantest thou anew ? 

** What of your daughter may I tell ? 
I know her not, I say : — 
Shall demons come at midnight bell. 
To drag me hence away ? 

** 'Tis but a dream — a foolish dream," 

Eousing, the stranger said ; 
** And yet some fatal spell I deem 

My steps have hither led." 
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Scarce had he spoke, he heard the bell 

Tolling the midnight hour, 
And on his hands a cold touch fell 

With strange unnerving power ; 

And on his ear broke voice low-toned, 
The voice of Alice Lee : — 
*' Before the Priest our troth we owned, 
In lands beyond the sea. 

<< Sweet husband go no more away, 
For thee IVe tarried long ; 
Oft hast thou praised my sprightly lay, 
Now list my sadder song." 

Song. 
Once, gaily o'er the bounding wave, 

In light bark swiftly sailed. 
With maiden fair, knight young and brave, 

And love full soon prevailed. 
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Sweet glances passed with smile and sigh, — 

"No voice love's language needs, 
As heart seeks heart, bright eye meets eye, 

And love's sweet lesson reads. 



Too soon unmindful was the knight 

Of his proud ancestry, 
For he will' wed the maid — despite 

Her birth of low degree. 

Alas ! unhappy, trusting maid. 

With parents far away ; 
She deemed not she might be betrayed 

With love that would decay. 

In changeful mood, the iicklfe knight 
Casts his young wife aside ; 

The heart once won he prizes light. 
Oh, would that she had died ! 
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Oh, father dear ! oh, mother dear ! 

She turns her steps to thee ; 
With broken heart and bursting tear, 

Returns across the sea. 



" The rest is now too sad to sing : — 
I'll try a lighter lay, 
Perchance it will sweet memories bring 
Of life's once happier day/' 

Song. 

In spacious halls, a young knight came, 
Leading his new-made bride ; 

Her cheeks imbued with maiden shame. 
His eye, with joy and pride. 

Before them rose a vision gay, 
Their hearts and hands entwined ; 
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The splendour that around them lay, 
No gayer tints might find 

Than Love had raised within each breast, 

To light their joyous way ; 
The bliss their loving hearts possesBed, 

Seemed theirs through life alway. 

But sudden shadow crossed their path, — 

The grim sire came between ; 
Oh, will sweet smiles succeed to wrath, 

When he the bride hath seen ? 



" I'll sing no more : perplexed, I rave 
In idle phantasy ; 
Oh come unto the church-yard grave, 
Husband they wait for thee. 
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** My parents both lie dead and cold, — 

Through grief they died for me ; 
But unto them, this night, I*ye told 
Thou at their tomb shalt be. 

" To church-yard grave, sweet husband, come 
And swear I was thy bride; 
Fear not reproach — their lips are dumb, 
I may not be denied." 

The stranger rose, clasped by cold hand. 

And by strange power impelled, 
Till on the grave they both did stand, 

And solemn converse held. 

Sad is his heart, and crushed his pride, 

Whilst trembling lips confess, — 
Acknowledging his lawful bride. 

And rueing her distress. 
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As change came o*er her fevered brain, 

Restored awhile to sense, 
Her tears, withheld, fell down like rain, 

Yet nought might win her thence. 

" No — ^husband, on this grave I'll lie : 
We now for ever part ; 
May God forgive thee, as do I, 
And touch with grace thy heart.** 

Slowly, witli sobs, the stranger left, 

A heart- struck altered man ; 
As one of peace and hope berett. 

Beneath some priestly ban. 

And where he wandered no one knows. 

Or if across the sea ; — 
But when the fresh-bathed sunbeam rose, 

No trace of him might be. 

15 
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Erom AV^orld of trouble and of grief, 

A. liapless w^orld to thee ! 
Tliey said it gave their hearts relief, 
But wept for AHce Lee. 
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And most it was the common thought, 

The fiends had seized their prey ; 
For rash it was to scoff — ^they taught, 

Or demons meet half way. 

The lady at the hostelry, 

When search had proved in vain, 
Retired unto a nunnery, 

A holy calm to gain. 

But gentle sweet- voiced Alice Lee — 

How tell the piteous tale ? — 
They find thee resting placidly, 

Thy tear-drops froze to hail ! 

And bent, as stricken by the blast. 

Yet lovely in decay, 
They saw the angel Death had past, 

Thy spirit fled for aye 
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ALICE LEE. 
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From world of trouble and of grief, 
A hapless world to thee ! 

They said it gave their hearts relief, 
But wept for Alice Lee. 




TO MY HAKP. 

3rd Stbain. 

Again I pause, when zephyrs round, 
With passing swell thy chords essay, 

And thus in air new strains resound, 

Now low, now loud — ^now grave, now gay. 

But soon thy tuneful part fulfilled, 
Thy song shall cease, thy task be o'er ; 

Leaving the calm thy notes instilled 
To soothe my breast for evermore. 
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THE BEREAVED MOTHER. 



A MOTHER o'er her daughter weeps ; 
\ In death the fair young maiden sleeps. 
^ The mourner, ftdl of age and woe, 
K Laments that fair young maid laid low, 
"Who wears no trace of time or grief — 
Her mortal course has been so brief. 
Like some fair flower that meets the sun, 
And closes ere the day is run. 
Porbear thy tears — why weep'st thou here ? 
Her God and thine smiles on the bier. 
Soon shall thy pilgrimage on earth be o*er, 
And thou, fond mother, gain thy child once more. 
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THE DYING MISER. 



riREY-HAIRED old man, hast thou no wile ? 

No grand- child at thy knee ? 
^ No gentle ties, to make thy life 

A blessing unto thee ? 
No hand to aid thy tottering age ? * 

No lore to soothe thy moan ? 
When closing is thy pilgrimage — 

Old man art thou alone ? 

I seek no help, the old man sighs ; 

All that I want is health, 
Nor yet without the goods I prize : — 

IVe boundless stores of wealth. 
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Bright golden coins my coffers fill, 

I've lands both east and west, 
But I am old and very ill, 

And ^rrow fills my breast. 

It is a horrid thing to die, 

And leave unguarded here, 
Exposed to man's rapacity, 

My treasures prized so dear. 
Ere that my dying frame is cold, 

Or death has glazed my eyes, 
The stranger's hand will filch my gold. 

And make my hoards his prize. 

Hunger and cold, constraining tears, 

I've borne to hoard my gains ; 
I've idled not for threescore years, 

I've spared nor time nor pains : 
I've little wasted, little spent, 

Still less have given away, — 
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On one sole thought my mind intent, 
To gather wealth each day. 

A peacefal sleep I Ve seldom slept ; 

Pursued hy evil dreams, 
At midnight hour from couch IVe crept. 

And watched till morning's heams, 
In bending o'er the glittering heaps ; 

Whilst scared by every sound, 
My throbbing heart's convulsive leaps 

Made audible rebound. 

I've trusted not my fellow-man, 

Unbought no boon conferred ; 
My terms still more exacting ran. 

When misery's voice was heard. 
My needy kin were nought to me. 

And ne'er to them I'd lend ; 
I've listened not to charity, 

Nor, weakly, helped a friend. 
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And now gold coins my coflfers fill, 

And lands IVe east and west ; 
But I am old and very ill, 

And sorrow fills my breast. 
I cannot bear the thought to die, 

And leave my worshipped gold ; 
Still near my store I'd wish to lie. 

When I am dead and cold. 

Good Christian, favor grant to me, 

Por death, I feel, draws near : 
Oh, let my grave deep delved be, 

When I rest on my bier ; 
And place therein my coffers strong, 

Securely locked and bound ; 
And let no spoiler do me wrong, 

Wlien lodged in holy ground. 

Alas ! old man thou count' st a loss. 
Despite thy vaunted store ; 
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Thy sordid gains prove woithless dross, 
"Now thy brief course is o'er. 

God, not for this the soul endowed 
With faculties divine ; 

For nobler purposes bestowed, 
He asks account of thine ! 

Thy choice has been a reckless cast, — 

Por wealth — of heart and soul ; 
Without good deeds to mark the past, 

Or Hope, when reached life's goal. 
Par better to have made God's love 

Thy pure enduring prize ; 
But now thy riches fleeting prove 

Thy life — a sacrifice. 
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OLD ELWES AND THE SEXTON. 



1 

/^LD Elwes, the miser, waa buried next day, 
Three fathoms deep in the church-yard clay, 

And the treasures untold 

His coffers might hold, 

With a rope and a ring, 

Let down in a sling, 

Formed the pillow and bed 

Of old Elwes when dead. 
And nobody liked the peril to brave. 
To snatch the gold from the miser's grave. 
But oft as the Sexton passed it by, 
He thought on the treasure, and heaved a sigh ; 
And at last ho secretly went to work, - 
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Fearless of ghosts as an infidel Tnrk ; 

And he wrought and he toiled by night and by day, 

Till three fathoms of earth he had shovelled away. 

But nor gold nor coffin could he get near, 

Which made the bold sexton wrathfully swear, 

"The devil take all;'' 
And, alert to the call, 
His majesty did 
Just as he was bid. 
And down went the earth, with as sudden a crash. 
As if through a funnel, with a slip and a dash. 
The coffers and coffin had all gone to smash : 
And nothing was seen of the sexton again. 
Which mightily puzzled his wise countrymen. 
But the Parson and Clerk, after pondering a bit, 
Declared all had sunk to the bottomless pit. 

So they gave up the search, 

And withdrew to the church, 

With a secret fear, 

Lest the fiend should appear, 
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And illegally *^bone," 

One of them for his own, — 
Thus leaving Old Nick to bear off as his due 
Both Sexton and Miser, aud gold treasure too. 
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THE LOVES AND FOETUNES 

OF 

.LELIA TAYLOR. 

A DOLEFUL BALLAD. 

PART I. 

T ELIA Taylor loved a sailor, 

But Jack Tar — ah, luckless he ! 
Soon his vessel met a gale, or 

Sprung a leak, as it might he, 
All upon the hroad blue ocean. 
With the waves in wild commotion : 
Never more the lad she'll see ! 
Short and sad his history — 
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Downward, downward, deeper sinking, 
Fast the gurgling waters drinking ; 
In his ears the mermaids singing, 
At his feet the fishes clinging. 
Till at last, to end his woes. 
Belly up, came "bottle-nose." 

Lolia Taylor wept awhile; 

But soon returned the witching smile. 

To captivate another beau, 

A soldier youth of gallant show : 

Proudly he his red coat sported. 

Closely he fair Lelia courted ; 

Till there came the Queen's commands 

To fight for her in foreign lands. 

'Twas then he left with breaking heart, 

In cruel wars to take a part ; 

Where, much it grieves me to relate, 

A cannon ball, that could not wait. 

His " bow polite" smashed in his pat(\ 
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Oh, what shall Lelia Taylor do, 

Now she has lost her lovers, two ? 

She goes to a " gipsy in the wood," 

Who tells her something very good, 

For it dries her tears and restores her smiles, 

And she looks the prettiest girl in the Isles. 

And lo ! a youth on his palfrey grey, 

Comes to Trevhall one fine summer's day, 

And says he's a Yiscount from fair London town, 

By special express to the far west come down. 

To wed the prettiest girl in the Isles, 

In her coburg dress ; and he hows and he smiles. 

Till he wins the fair Lelia's heart quite away. 

And she's married and gone the very next day. 

And her bachelor friends they strive to be glad ; 
Lo ! they get up a feast, but their hearts are sad. 
For they think of " our Lelia" a-riding away, 
So stately and grand, at the dawning of day ; 
And they drink to her health, but say 'twas amiss, 
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That in parting she did not bestow a last kiss ; 
Yet kindly they hope when to slumber she goes, 
She mayn't dream of the fishes a-tweaking her toes ; 
'Not think of the red-coated lover that's dead, 
With a flaw in his heart, and a flaw in his head ; 
Not dwell with regret on her friends of yore, 
As her lordly spouse by her side doth snore : 
But still be the prettiest dame in the isles. 
With her coburg dress and her courtly smiles. 
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LELIA TAYLOE. 



PART II. 

TTAEK ! hark to the bells of all London a-ringing, 

As the Lord Bellersfield his young bride is bringing, 

In a carriage and six at a rattling pace, 

With post-boys bedecked in white favors and lace. 

Erelong they arrive at a mansion gay 

Where guests are assembled in grand array, 

Whilst a sumptuous repast on the table is spread. 

And my lady, all blushing, is placed at the head. 

"Now she hobs and she nobs with Sir Noodle O'l^okes, 

Now joins in the laugh at Lord Fitz-Flash's jokes ; 

Now feels quite undaunted and anon rather shy, 

As an emigrant Duke pokes his glass to his eye, 

And winking and blinking a minute or more, 

With his hand on his vest, says " Madame, je t* adore," 
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And who didn't adore Lady Lelia that day, 
Looking as grand as a Queen in a play ? 

Oh now, what a life of riot and rout ! 

With the finest of folks my Lady goes out 

A riding, a driving, a hunting, a racing, 

And then at the hall, with an extra tight lacing, 

She's a- whirling and twirling, with cheeks in full hloom, 

And the heaux all declare she's the rose of the room. 

S0N(i. 

Oh, who so fair in hall or hower, 

As Lady Lelia ? who so gay ? 
In eastern paradise what flower 
AYith her to he compared may r 
Her lips the sweetness of the grape possess, 
How blest is he who meets their fond caress. 

What jewel from Golconda's mines 
May vie in lustre with her eyes ? 
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What Circean cup from -^a's vines 
Can work the mischief of her sighs ? 
Her lips the sweetness of the grape possess, 
How blest is he who meets their fond caress. 



Lady Lelia now stars it at play, rout, and court, 

And lives lilce a lady of " haut ton," in short : 

By the hurry and scurry, *tis true, something jaded, 

And the rose on her cheeks perhaps somewhat faded. 

Lord Bellersfield too, it must be confest. 

Though good at the first, is now none of the best ; 

For he gets very drunk, and is horribly cross 

When at billiards or dice he meets with a loss. 

And he swears very loud, and is jealous moreover, 

Till, in fact, 'twixt the two there is regular " d'oeuvrc." 
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LELIA TAYLOR. 



PAET III. 

TN her crimson boudoir, lo ! her ladyship sat, 
Gently twirling the tail of a sleek tabby cat. 
For with ennui devoured what else might she do. 
At that dreadfully wearisome hour of two 
In the afternoon of a long summer's day, 
Whilst the breakfast urn on the table still lay ? 
Soon she yawned and felt sad, left alone in that place, 
And a shadowy change came over her face ; 
For she thought of old friends ever kind and good, 
And wept at her grandeur and solitude. 
Bereft of every pitying heart, 
To whom her griefs she might impart. 
She saw how cold and destitute of feeling 
AVere the worldly proud ; 
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How slight a pulse of charity revealing 

Towards those by sorrow bowed. 
Alas, far happier once was Lelia Taylor ! 
And she thought of the soldier and thought of the sailor, 
Remembering her early friends, each one, 
Till she wished in her grief she were dead and gone. 
Oh ! fast streamed the tears as she dwelt on the day 
When Lord Bellersfield came to take her away ; 
And much she wished she again were free 
To wed with some squire of low degree. 

** But why are the bells so loudly a-ringing, 

And what is the crowd in the front gate a-bringing r" 

'* 'Tis nothing my lady, 'tis only my lord 

Has been cleverly pinked by his Grace's sword.*' 

And the doctor he adds, as he shakes his head, 

" We'll do by and by — put his Lordship to bed." 

But her noble spouse in the self-same duel. 

In encountering the Duke, had ** gotten his giuel." 
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Moral. 
Now warning take by this sad tale ; 
Let not aspiring thoughts prevail 

And lead astray. 
Contented with your station be, 
And you will bless your destiny, 

Through life alway. 
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TO MAEY. 



a PRIGHTLY as a tricksy fairy, 

Lightly tripping bright-eyed Mary, 
Despite thy mirthful mockery, 
Love dares to throw a dart at thee. 



So take good care, my damsel fair. 

Or your little heart will feel Love's smart ; 

Yes, guard it well, or let it be 

Placed near mine for sanctuary. 
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TO EMMELYNE, 



ON HER BIRTHDAY. 



Tj^AIR Maiden why this brow of care, 

This thoughtful look, this serious air, 

Giving such depth to eyes of blue, 

That scarce Hope's sunbeams may pierce through! 

Be it, perchance, the passing shade 

Of Time's swift wing that has dismayed ! 

Of Time ! does Emmelyne complain — 

Or Love's neglect thus giving pain? 

Whatever the cloud that comes to view, 

Oh ! Emmelyne, at ty-two 
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No maiden, be she plain or fair, 
Of Love and Hymen should despair. 

All must avow thou'rt fair and good. 
Gentle and kind, such too as would 
A most befitting partner be, 
Were Hymen's torch lit up for thee : 
But Emmelyne 'twill never do 
Thy spinster birth-days thus to rue, 
Oft sweetest flowers rest on the tree. 
And fairest maids awhile may be 
Waiting Love's idle phantasy. 
Lo, Cupid scorning Keason's rule, 
Delights ofbtimes to play the fool. 
Eegardless of a nearer prize. 
His random shaft at distance flies. 
Shooting haphazard it may be, 
With "make believe" he cannot see. 
When suddenly, to our surprize. 
Behold we catch his roguish eyes. 
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Then, Emmelyne, don^t look so blue ; 
Sometime or otlier he'll see you : 
And, till that, day best sing and spin, — 
Such sweet content should favor win. 

'Tis strange how slight a circumstance 
Can fix perchance Love's wayward glance ; 
Beauty at times will well beguile 
With form, or look, or rosy smile ; 
Pity, in turn, may gently sway ; 
But mostly Fancy leads the way. 
Thus varied influence rules the dart 
That lights Love's flame within the heart. 
Meanwhile, tho' often we shall find, 
Where reason smiles, that Love seems blind. 
Yet, howe'er Love the heart may gain, 
Eeason can best the prize retain : 
Thus counsel may I give to you. 
When Love does come, call lleason too. 
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LOVE'S AKITIIMETIC. 



^^OVNG Susan with her lover true 
% Would wager one and one make two, 
g) When Hymen, passing, cried out " doney^' 

And, in a trice, of two made one. 

But ever since the wedding day, 
When Susan whispered ** and ohet/y'^ 
In her addition she's put out ; 
For just as she may smile or pout, — 
Like unto stereoscopic view, — 
Tis sometimes oncy hut oftener two. 
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A SPEING MOKNING. 



rjlHE wild birds axe winging from spray to spray, 
Or ranging through fields of air, 

Carolling blithely their matin lay, 
With hearts untouched by care. 

Hark ! how they warble and whistle away, 
And chirp and call : 
I know them all ! 

There's the blackbird and thrush, and robin red- 
breast. 

And the linnet and finch, with his gold mottled vest. 

And the lark that, springing from couch in scorn. 

Welcomes midway the early mom. 
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Aurora has opened the gates of heaven, 
And floods of light fill the circling sky ; 

Night's empire is riven, 

Her grim shades are driven 

Back, — back to their Stygian caverns they fly. 

From the brow of the hill the mists are unrolled, 

And the summit is seen with a garment of gold. 

Now streams down the light to the plain and the vale. 

And dew-spangled flowers their rich sweets exhale, 
As they raise their heads 
From their mossy beds. 

To sport in the sim and the morning gale ; 

And every living thing castoth sloth away, 

For lo 'tis dav ! 



Fast gathering sounds of life the zephp's bring ; 
The lambkins' bleat, the coursers' neigh, 
The low of kine, the watch- dog's bay ; 

And hark ! the awakened echoes ring 
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With mocking Bhouts of early shepherd boy, 
Kesponsive to the cuckoo's notes of joy, 
'Tis day, 'tis day, bold chanticleer proclaims, 
And half-roused hind and lagging ploughman shames. 
'Tis day, and soon the team's a-field, the task begun, 
"With many a rood to turn ere mid-day sun. 

The bees are humming at the brooklet side 

Anon they sweep the valleys wide, 

Or hoveling round and round explore 

Honied sweets for winter store. 

The butterflies display their gaudy wing. 

And many an insect form is seen 

Glittering in purple, gold, and green. 
Bom of the spring. 
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MAY DAY. 




'^IS now the pleasant month of May : 
The fields are clad in green array, 
And birds sing sweet. 
Dame nature keeps her holiday, 
And sprightly youths and maidens gay. 
Delight to meet. 

Through greenwood paths, behold they stray, 
Stealing sweet looks, or pause to say. 

Whilst their hearts beat. 
How great their wonder and dismay, 
To find the hours have flown away 

Like zephjTs fleet. 



2o7 



Bright Sol sends back his pai-ting ray ; 
But who can blame if yet they stay, 

On verdant seat, 
Since Love amidst the wild flowers gay 
Has woven bonds, in childish play. 

Around their feet. 
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EVENING. 



a TJl^LIGHT fades upon the mountain, 

Darkening sliadows fill the yale ; 
But, like spangles from a fountain, 
Stars in myriads, past all counting. 
Sparkle as the day grows pale. 

Wearied birds, whilst homeward winging, 

Or awhile on sheltering tree. 
Evening hymns of late were singing, — 
Praises to their Maker bringing, 
Ere they slumbered peacefully. 
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But now stillness reigns unbroken, 

In the soft and balmy air, 
Save perchance by love vows spoken, 
And sweet whispers that betoken 

Tender hearts need not despair. 

Sweet the hour for lovers' meeting, 

Ere the twilight melts away ; 
Never wearied of repeating 
Words of love and gentle greeting, 

As their footsteps idly stray. 

Now the myriad bright orbs praising. 
Whilst they search the glowing skies — 

Love of science most amazing I — 

But perhaps far oftener gazing 
Into depths of meeting eyes. 

Of the future sweet thoughts twining, 
Oh how blest pure love may be ! 
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Love divine — the heart refining ; 
Love that brings back no repining, 
From all evil passion free. 

Love is like fair lake revealing 

Tranquil heavens reflected there, 
But may lightest ripple stealing 
Dim its beauty — ^heaven concealing : 
Let love of such change beware. 
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A MOONLIGHT NIGHT. 



jjis f\^ Night I beneath thy gentle sway, 
Fair Dian sheds her dewy ray 
On hill and plain, on grove and bower, 
On mosB-gray crag, and ivied tower. 
Whilst cowering shadows closer lie 
And cloudless splendour fills the sky. 

All hushed are sounds of grief and mirth, 
A holy stillness rests on earth, 
Nor sign of busy life may be 
On moonlit land, or silvery sea ; 
With folded wings the zephyrs dwell, 
Sweet Echo slumbers by her shell ; 
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And by the drowsy hours light pressed, 
Wearied lids have sunk to rest. 

Behold within the vale outspread. 
Repose the living and the dead ; 
Alike the lights of heaven illume 
Palace and cot and churchyard tomb ; 
Whilst midst the shades that cowering lie, 
Twin Sleep and Death sit watchful by, 
Guarding the mortal clod, that lies 

Heedless of the calm fair night, 
Heedless of the earth and skies, 

Glowing with celestial light. 

How. soft, yet bright, are Bian's beams ! 

And through the crystal arch of heaven, 
Lo ! what kindling starlight gleams ! 

Oh, wherefore is such beauty given 
To this fair nether world — unless 
Some apt intelligence to bless r 
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Perchance between the earth and skies 
Though still unseen by mortal eyes, 

Spirits of light 

Pursue their flight, — 
On errand of mercy, or of love, 
Sent from those brilliant orbs above. 
It may not be, beneath such glorious canopy, 
That Sleep and Death alone with night keep 
company. 
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LIFE'S FLEETING JOYS. 



1??^^ 



. TXTHILST cheerily raising the goblet on high, 

In warm pledge to an absent friend, 
With the glow of the heart and the light of the eye, 
Ofb mingled emotions will blend. 



There is dew perchance on the lid — ^bright dew, 

A tear we would scarce brush away, 
Whilst memory unfolds past affections anew, 

Severed ties of life's earlier day. 

Still with friends circled round, as the glad wine we sip, 
"We can smiling look back on hours flown 

When sweeter than wine was the maiden's sweet lip 
That was prest in fond love to our own. 
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Thus the Spring and tlie Summer of life may delight, 
Tho* some pangs of the heart intervene, 

And the past and the present may sweetly unite — 
WTiilflt recalling the joys that have been. 

But dark grows our path when, as autumn leaves fall, 

Neither friendship nor love will abide, 
When bereft one by one of our hearths treasures all. 

Lone and cheerless we drift down lifers tide. 

Oh sad, sad is age to the world- wedded heart, 

And Timers hurried flight we deplore, 
When the present no longer sweet friendships import, 

And remembrance delights us no more. 
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THE WEAKY PILGKIM. 



rpO weary pilgrim of the earth, 

How glorious shine the stars aboye ; 
Nor less the charm, the light, and worth 

That angels view in human love. 
True love, revealed in tearful eyes. 

Whilst holy feelings thrill the breast. 
And trusting, earnest prayers arise 

Towards the mansions of the blest. 

To man long sorrowing here below 
How blissful is the spirit's flight. 

When gates of death conduct from woe 
To Heaven's eternal life and light. 
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E'en whilst, 'midst sin and darkness here, 
Sweet solace Hope and Eaith impart, 

And Heaven itself, in love, draws near 
Unto the meek and pure of heart. 
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EEMEMBKANCE OF CniLDnOOD. 



TTTHENE'ER on early years I muse, 
"^W Some falling tear my cheek bedews ; 

But though I weep o'er life's dawn past, 
Shrined in my heart sweet memories last, 
Which oft the present pang allay, 
And bless in age my pilgrim way. 
Life's onward course is strewn with cares. 
And scanty joys our manhood bears ; 
Far sweeter solace comes to me 
From days of earliest memory. 
When nature was an open book. 
That rapt my eager wondering look ; 
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Whilst simplest objects gave delight, 
And fancies fed from mom to night ; 
When birds and flowers true treasures were, 
And all the world seemed good and fair, 
When those my heart most sought were near, 
To guide and love. Oh, childhood dear ! 
Still choicest of life's joys shall be 
Thy memory. 
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LOVE AND PHILOSOPHY. 



IS"-" 



heart and faint and weary, 
^ Lo ! the world seemed dark and dreary. 
Then there came a little child, 
Golden tressed, with aspect mild, 
Raising her hright eyes of hlne 
Unto mine with earnest view ; 
Gazing with a puzzled air 
At my looks of gathering care. 
Whilst on her sweet face meanwhile, 
Fainter grew the radiant smile ; 
Fading like a sunny ray 
Tiingering seen at close of day : 
Then around my neck she threw 
Twining arms of lily hue, 
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Clasping with a sweet embrace, 
Pressing close to mine her face, 
Till, with loving soothing kiss, 
Winning back my heart to bliss. 
Though the tear drops filled mine eyes. 
Lighter rose my bosom* s sighs. 
As in turn I clasped the child, 
And midst tears rejoicing, smiled, 
Wondering much such power might be 
In infant love and sympathy. 

Then, too, the thought came unto me — 
Better may love save from despair, 
Better may teach life's ills to bear, 
Than schoolmen's prized philosophy. 
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MY VIOLIN. 



T^HOTJGH nought avails my skill, to win 
Thy higher flights, my violin, 
^j And all my scraping seems sad din, 
Yet sooth to say, I oft would spare 
Professor's flourish — my despair ! 
To spend a careless hour with thee. 
Where none to heed perchance might be ; 
Where I might draw free bow at will, 
Nor dread nice critics' ears to thrill. 
With discords rude. In times gone by, 
Ere dweller in thronged city — I 
Many an hour with thee have spent, 
When shadows veiled the finnamcnt. 
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And silence reigned pulseless profound, 
In earth and air, all save thy sound 
Responsive to my wayward mood, 
As prompted in my solitude. 
At times inviting sprightly lay, 
Or graceftil waltz or polka gay ; 
Then breaking on the midnight sky 
With more than witches' eldritch cry : 
But mostly bearing gentle plaint. 
As from a heart with grief acquaint, 
Or of love's hopeless flame possessed, 
Breathing deep sighs from wounded breast. 
"Not aught I cared for formal strain, — 
Such scarce might tell or soothe my pain ; 
But aye my heart might give to me 
The fashion of my melody. 
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SONG. 

" CHEER THEE, HEART." 



r\SEER thee, heart, oh cheer thee 
Yield not to listless sorrow ; 

Clouded though the present be, 
Yet bright may break the morrow. 



CTp, up my heart arouse thee ! 

Life's task is now begun. 
And undaunted thou shouldst be, 

Till thy manhood's work is done. 

Though rude the path before thee. 
Dispel, oh heart ! thy gloom : 

However dark life's destiny, 
Hope lights beyond the tomb. 
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EARTH, SEA, AND SKY. 




SONO. 



T^HAT of all the earth contains, 
Blooming on a thousand plains, 
Most within thy hosom gains 
Sweet sympathy ? 
Flowers, bright-eyed flowers, may be 
Laden with the morning dew, 
Blushing with the sunshine hue, 
Ever fresh and bright and fair. 
Yielding incense to the air. 

What of all the outstretched seas, 
Tremulous with lightest breeze, 
May thy gentle bosom please 
In high degree ? 
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Waves, sparkling waves, may be. 
Waves with movement fairy light, 
Bearing crest of brilliant white, 
But upon the rocky shore, 
Falling with a deafening roar. 

What within the azure skies 
Meet with constant charm thine eyes. 
And thy bosom, most doth prize, 
Revealed to thee ? 
Stars, glorious stars, may be. 
Flashing light upon the earth, 
Ever since the world had birth ; 
Teaching God's infinity, 
Love and might and majesty. 
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VENICE ENSLAVED. 
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rilHERE is music on the waters, 
Music in the air, 
Voices fresh arising, 
Bursts of song, surprising 
Alike the heart and ear, 
Borne from gondolier. 
Or from Venetians daughters, 
Standing at their casements fair. 
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Lo ! upon the placid waters 
Stany lights appear, 

Whilst eyes as bright are beaming, 
In each a love-torch gleaming, 
Kindling within the breast 
A flame by sighs caressed, — 
Sighs from Venetians daughters, 
Bending low on cavalier. 

"Would the gleam upon the waters 
Were the flash of sword and spear ; 
And the tinkling of guitar 
The trumpet from afar, 
Eousing manhood to the flght, 
To break the despot's might! 
"Would that sighs of "Venice* daughters 
Freedom's flag might rear ! 
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SAUL. 



" QHALL gathering cloud pervade my soul? 
Break, light, break ! 
Be it like flash from pole to pole, 

When thunders roll and nations quake : 
Better in such lightning-fire 
To expire ! 
Better than this living gloom 
Is the long night of the tomb." 

Thus Israel's monarch cries opprest — 
Sound, harp, sound ! 
Fierce melancholy smites his breast, 

Frenzy's grasp his sense has bound. 
As he looks on vacant air 
In despair. 
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Minstrel baste, in this dark hour, 
Save with song's subduing power. 

Upraise, oh harp ! thy thrilling strain ! 

Banish fears, 
Sweet calm restore to heart and brain ; 

Let the cloud dissolve in tears. 
Harp ! let thy healing numbers swell, 

Let them dwell, 
Till the bosom fiend has flown, 
Till his spell is overthrown. 

Thus David strikes the tuneful string, — 
Thus has sway 

To quell the terrors of a king. 

And Powers of Darkness to dismay. 

Still, light as lover's lightest breath, 
Watching death, 

Still through air the echo flies, 

Chastening breasts where passions rise. 
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DIVINE AND HUMAN SYMPATHIES. 

TT7HEN the evening closes round me, 
And the sunbeams leave tlie sky ; 
xi Then from cares and passions worldly, 
Spirit freed— I mount on high. 

Thought will climb the giddiest heights. 

Fancy take its wildest flights ; 

Vain — Creation's scope to explore, 

But to wonder and adore ! 

Watching thus the star-light streaming. 
Linking earth to distant spheres ; 

Lo ! my spirit, spent and dreaming. 
Feels subdued and sad — to tears ; 

Endless thoughts and fancies twining 

Hound thoRo orbs in glorj' shining ; — 
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Theme too vast for mortal mind, 
Whilst Earth's fetters round me hind ! 

Anxious feeling too confessing, 

Must the spirit in its flight — 
Severing all human hlessing — 
Mortal friendships disunite ? 
Must the spirit quit the skies, 
Or cease with earth to sympathise ? 
Fails the spirit's wing above, 
Whose resting place is human love ? 

Such alas ! the saddened feeling, 
Thrilling through my sorrowing breast ; 

Till, amidst Heaven's radiance stealing, 
Succouring my soul opprest, 

Hope and Faith bear to the skies ; 

Nor unloose the heart's fond ties, 

Soul and Heart uniting find, 

As Heaven's golden links Earth bind. 
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Then into the fields celestial, 

To those Heavens I'd fain explore, 
Bearing with me love terrestrial, 

Joyfully, I rise once more ; 
Bearing with me warm affections — 
Blameless joys — sweet recollections. 
Love aad friendship ever dear. 
All the Heart can cherish near. 

Thus sustained, my spirit, winging 

Through all space its bolder flight, 
Listens to Archaftgels singing, 

Pilled with wonder and delight ; 
Por their song is ** man's redemption," 
* And from death the soul's exemption," 
"Welcoming with God's own love, 
TJnto glorious realms above. 
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THE POET. 



V f\^ ^^^ land, and on the sea, 

y u 

L "Where piston glides and crank turns round, 

^ The busy hand of man you see, 

Or hear in many a rude struck sound. 
At the forge or by the loom. 

Or deep within the hollow mine. 
Or pent, perchance, in narrow room, 

Where mind conceives some thought divine, 
For ever working, ever prest. 

The han'd and brain are ne*er at rest. 

Eut not thus the poet strives 
In busy paths of industry : 
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Prom idle song he bliss derives, 

Still leaving vagrant fancy free, 
To light on joys where'er it may, — 

On snnny beam or fleecy cloud, 
Or scented flower, or sky-lark's lay; 

Yet with a humble spirit bowed ! 
Loving the hand of God to trace 

In all His works through boundless space. 




286 



THE POET'S SOLITUDE. 



a WEET Fancy dweU awhile with me 

On flowery mead : 
Though rude perchance my minstrelsy, 

And shepherd's reed, 
With grace of thine, still may my lay 

Some sweets impart : 
Oft times the lowliest theme has sway 

To touch the heart. 

Fragrant the bank whereon I lie ; 

BHthely the lark 
Springs from my feet to vaulted sky, 

A speck to mark ! 
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Whilst bathed in genial sunshine glow, 

I taste of joy, 
Erom zeph3rrs stealing to and fro, 

With kisses coy. 

Thy livery of green, oh Earth ! 

Is wondrous fair ; 
What mantle wrought for regal birth 

May aught compare ? 
What product of the loom may vie 

In tints inwove, 
And beauteous forms that glad the eye. 

And wonder move ? 

Not vainly may sweet Fancy tell, 

How fays of old 
Drank deep within the floweret's cell 

From cups of gold, 
And how with song and wild delight 

Kept festival. 
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Or lighted by tlie dew drops bright, 
Held mimic ball. 

Or how the trees and murmuring streams, 

At times, disclose 
Pair forms, that long shall haunt our dreams, 

In sweet repose. 
Ye merry sprites of earth and air, 

In tricksy guise, 
Oft seen like nymphs with untressed hair. 

And weeping eyes. 

Witching our mortal hearts away, 

With piteous tale. 
And loveliness that wins its way 

Through coat of mail. 
Sometimes with gentlest voice and song. 

And luring spell. 
Leading our eager footsteps wrong. 

O'er flood and fell. 
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Then swift, resolved in sunlit ray, 

Escape from view : 
Yet aye their beauty may repay 

The wrong they do. 
And ever to the poet dear, 

Whatever theip birth, 
Though flitting from a higher sphere, 

Or bom of Earth. 

Sweet Pancy dwell with me awhile, — 

I love to muse 
On thoughts which may ray soul beguile, 

And joys infase. 
Opening ray breast to sweet impress 

Prora Nature's source ; 
For all around is life — ^to bless, 

And hold discourse. 

Sweet warblings float upon the breeze. 
From distance borne, 

19 
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Blent with the nearer voice of bees, 

Whilst tiny horn 
And pipe of busy insect life, 

The chorus swell, 
With notes perchance of love or strife. 

That passions tell. 

And there is sympathy between 

The human heart 
And life thus felt, even though unseen, 

Which can impart 
To mind in meditative mood 

A secret joy, 
Oft found in poet's solitude 

Without alloy. 

For untrod wilds to him disclose 

Kot loneliness. 
But ever present Godhead shows 

His heart to bless. 
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Even where no livinj^ breath may be, 

He feels a power, 
And hails the visible deity 

In lowliest flower. 

In winds and waves, and in the sky, 

In cloud and storm, 
In vivid lightnings from on high. 

Of glorious form — 
Swift-winged messengers of fire 

Which earth enfold, 
And bid us tremble, but admire — 

His hand behold ! 

Sweet Pancy dwell awhile with me : — 

Serene the air, 
Whilst day has glided silently 

To night as fair ; 
Low in the west hangs Dian's sphere, 

Queen of the night ! 
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And golden stars thick set appear, 
Like spearheads hright. 

Borne it may be by mighty host, 

In upper skies ; 
Perchance, Heaven's warriors at their post 

In paradise ! 
Or cherubim, with harps of gold, 

On flaming throne. 
May joyfaUy God's works unfold, 

To man unknown ! 

I 
Yet stay, oh muse, such song is vain, 

And nought may teach ; 
Thy idle flight 'twere best restrain i 

To sober reach. 
Fancy itself but languid flies i 

To heights so grand. 
Where science-taught realities, 

Dread thought command : I 

I 
i 
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Where every brilliant speck unfolds 

Celestial sphere, 
And man with wondering mind beholds, 

Midst joy and fear. 
How vast beyond all poet's dream 

The firmament ! 
Where suns on suns in radiance beam 

Through Heaven's extent. 

Humbled, the heart can but adore 

The power divine, 
That arched the spacious heavens o'er 

With orbs that shine ; 
And ministered a joy to earth 

Else all unknown, 
As if they had their glorious birth 

For man alone. 

Sweet Pancy dwell awhile with me. 
New theme to find : 
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Shall I not sing of sympathy 

With human kind? 
Should Mendfihips' ties no more prevail, 

The heart, unblest, 
Would saddened feel all treasures fail 

It once possessed. 

How pure the bliss in' kindred souls 

And kindred hearts, 
Where Mendships' link together holds, 

And love imparts ; 
Where every smile and every tear, 

In weal or woe, 
A fellow sparkle kindles near. 

With honest glow. 

Nor time nor place divide — still turns 

Heart, lovingly, 
To banished heart that distant yearns 

Por sympathy ; 
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And home — and o'er the ocean — sends 

on gentle thought, 
And earnest greeting unto Mends 

In passion sought. 

Nay, even from the distant past, 

Eemembered deeds 
Of generous friendly hearts, still cast 

Joy's quickening seeds : 
Thy flowers, ** Forget me not," shall bloom 

Within my breast, 
Sacred to friends within the tomb, 

Long sunk to rest ! 

Friendship is sweet — Love sweeter still ! 

That exquisite chord 
Of the moved heart, whose first- felt thrill 

Shall aye afford 
Th' extremest touch of sympathy, 

And blissful power, 
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Heaven granted unto man to be 
The fond heart's dower. 

But I must pause— even as I sing 

My bosom sighs ; 
Yet joyously, as echoing 

Sweet words that rise : 
Whilst Love's light breathings in my ear 

Endymion tell 
How Cynthia in her car draws near : 

Fancy — ^farewell. 




